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Cooks breakfast for the family 

Sunday mornings. Grows his own « 
mushrooms in the cellar. Likes the 747. 

Ties his own flies. But doesn’t use 

them nearly as much as he’d like to. 
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You've let your hair grow 
in. And it looks great. 

Sometimes. 

Because what used to be 
just a small cowlick is now a 
very large problem. 

What formerly amounted 
to a stray strand at the side, 
has turned into a flying wing. 

And that dumb wave in 
the front now seems to go on 
and on and on. 

What are your choices? 


IF YOU'VE GOT MORE HAIR, 
YOU'VE GOT MORE PROBLEMS. 


You can use grease or hair- 
spray or some other kind of 
gook to hold it down. Or, you 
can consider our alternative. 

The REMINGTON Hot Comb. 

It runs on electricity, 
which produces hot air, which 
provides a comb-blower effect. 
Which makes a big difference. 
For instance, if the only prob- 
lem you have is that » 
you'd like to look © 
like you have more © 


hair, that’s the least The Hot 
Comb can do. 

Or, if you want to take 
care of stupid cowlicks, flying 
wings, or that wave in front, 
heat plus the brush attach- 
ment will put them down in 
seconds. 

And, if you’ve 
got the kind of curly 

: hair every * 

girl you’ve 
ever known 
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cretly envied, the instruction 
book can show you how to 
tone it down. 

‘Try it. Afterall, the things 
you've got to lose, you'll never 
miss anyway. 
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Marnier 


. always captivating...helps create 
the mood... the tempo of the Champs 
Elysees... while Paris passes in review 

.the delightful sip of Grand Marnier 
in a snifter...the artist captures the 
spirit of the moment... and two people 
in Paris enjoy the world’s finest liqueur. 
You, too, can capture the moods of 
Paris, sip a Grand Marnier. For cocktail 
and gourmet recipes, write for our free 


recipe booklet. 
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Home entertainment in stereo 
for people who dont stay at home. 


Make yourself feel right at home, secretary. Because this unit lets you get the exact bass and 

no matter where you're camped. doesn't just play cassettes. It treble you like. Another to assure 

With the “Westdale.” Our portable lets you record on them. A special you of perfect stereo balance. And 

FM/AM and FM stereo radio plus three-way meter tells you what AFC that keeps the FM from drifting. 

stereo cassette unit—all packed your best recording level is. It’s all Solid State. Comes complete 

in one beautiful get-away case. When you're precisely tuned to with Panasonic Hi-Top batteries, 
Open it up and you have true FM or AM stations. And how strong mike, earphone and pre-recorded 


cassette. And also works 
off electricity. 

See the “Westdale,” 
Model RF-7490,at any 
dealer we permit to 
carry the Panasonic line. 
It should give you even 
more incentive not to 
hang around the house. 


your batteries 
are. 

The FM and 
AM are easy to 
read and tune. 

_ Because we 
separated them. 

And included a 

control that 


xR 
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stereo separation from 
two 6” oval dynamic 
speakers. The cassette 
slot is easy to find. 

And to work. Just open 
the door. Slip in the 
cassette. And you're 
listening to your 
favorite group, solo or 
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For a Back-on-Campus issue, suitable scholarly 
credentials can be presented by our principal 
contributors. Dr. Harvey H. Segal, 48, held 
teaching posts as an academic economist for 
15 years at Columbia, Rutgers, New York’s 
Brooklyn College, and the Graduate School of 
Business Administration at New York University. 
Later, after an interlude of journalism on the 
Washington Post and the New York Times, he 
became chairman of the economics department 
at the University of Massachusetts at Boston, 
where he was ‘‘dismayed by the transformation 
of academic life during my eight-year absence”. 
This seems a pretty good background for 
diagnosing campus disorder, and Dr Segal’s 
article is a hard-hitting program for reform. 
Author Kingsley Amis, subject of this month's 
Penthouse Interview. was a lecturer in English 
before he made his name as a novelist, and he 
continued his academic career with a professor- 
ship at Peterhouse, Cambridge. He also came to 
the U.S. on a visiting professorship at the 
University of Tennessee. Married to fellow- 
novelist Elizabeth Jane Howard, Amis now 
lives in Hertfordshire, on London’s outskirts, and 
concentrates on his writing. For our fiction this 
month we turn to a practicing academic, 
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R. V. Cassill, 51-year-old teacher (Brown 
University) and novelist, who last month con- 
ducted the Penthouse Symposium of writers. A 
prolific fictioneer, Cassill can be confident that 
Doctor Cobb's Game, from which we run an 
exclusive pre-publication extract, will eclipse 
all his previous successes. Bernard Geis 
Associates, who publish the book in hardback 
this month, consider it one of their finest books 
ever, and Bantam have guaranteed $200,000 on 
the paperback sales. Newcomers we welcome 
to our pages are Laugh-in’s inimitable Henry 
Gibson and former motor-race ace Stirling 
Moss. A more serious man than his TV fooling 
might suggest. Gibson is a dedicated preser- 
vationist, and besides being unofficial spokes- 
man for Keep America Beautiful he is even 
turning his versifying talent to ecology, writing 
a book of anti-pollution poems. Among his 
other causes are gun restrictions and helping 
the American Indian. More single-minded, 
Stirling Moss continues to be absorbed by 
automobiles, mostly the racing kind. Considered 
the best driver ever to miss a world champion- 
ship, Moss is also noted for his articulate 
understanding of all aspects of automobilism. He 
will contribute periodic articles to Penthouse. 


THE NEW PORNOGRAPHY 


he other day an eager young man 
walked into our office. He was 


smoking a pipe and wearing white 
tennis socks under a pin-striped, char- 
coal grey suit. 

“Good afternoon, Mr. Guccione,” the 
eager young man said, “my name is 
Hugh Halfnut and I’m from the circu- 
lation department.” 

“Proud to meet you, Hugh,” we said. 
“Have a seat’. 

The eager young man sat down, puff- 
ed thoughtfully on his pipe and crossed 
his legs flashing the white tennis socks. 
“White tennis socks,” he said. 

“Hmm,” we said, ‘white indeed.” 

He took another series of short puffs 
and fixed us with his bright young eager 
eyes. ‘| want a 15-dollar raise,’ he said. 

“Any particular reason,”’ we said. 

He crossed and uncrossed his legs 
several times flashing the socks and 
puffing furiously on his pipe. ‘Raise me 
or kick me out for wearing white tennis 
socks,” he said. 

“The socks don’t bother me,” we said, 
“but your attitude is a little peculiar... 
aren't you happy here ?”’ 

“In order for me to branch out success- 
fully on my own, | have to be dramatic- 
ally motivated by a stupid and short- 
sighted decision on your part.” 

“You're getting warm,’ we suggested. 

“Proper motivation, coupled with my 
own burning need to succeed will do the 
trick. You can provide the motivation by 
firing me for wearing these cumbersome 
and strictly un-hip white tennis socks.” 

“Your socks are fine, Hugh, but your 
head worries me. If you're not happy 
why the hell don’t you quit like anybody 
else.’ 

He sucked noisily on his pipe. 
“Frankly, | need the romantic quality— 
that singular impetus that would send 
me hurtling onward and upward. Empire 
builders are not quitters—they get 
sacked |" 

“Now let's see if | read you right, 
Hugh, we said. “You're Hugh Halfnut 
from the circulation department and you 
come into my office wearing these 
cumbersome and strictly un-hip white 
tennis socks and now you ask for a 15- 
dollar raise. I'm somewhat startled by 
this unseemly request particularly in 
view of the tennis socks, which are not 
in keeping with the swinging sophisti- 
cated urban, not to mention fashionable, 
Penthouse image. With something akin 
to my normally stuffy establishmentarian 
sense of middle-American outrage | fire 
you on the spot. You storm out of this 
office and into a bright new future as 
editor and publisher of your own swing- 
ing sophisticated urban and ultra- 
fashionable magazine which you will 
then claim is a younger and more virile , 
Penthouse. What will you call your new 
magazine, Hugh?” 

“Funny you should ask that,” he said, 

CONTINUED ON PAGE 17 
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in which editors and readers discuss topics.arising out of Penthouse, its contents, its aspirations, and its areas of interest. 

Letters for publication should carry name and address (in capitals please,), though these may be withheld by the Editor on 

request. Send to Penthouse Forum, Penthouse International Ltd., 1560 Broadway, New York, N.Y. Views published 
are not necessarily endorsed editorially. 


Eysenck, science and schizos 

Re your interview with Dr. Eysenck (July) : Dr. 
Laing proposes broadly humane goals and 
values, not techniques for adjusting those 
labelled schizophrenics to business as usual. 
Science can't evaluate goals, it specifically 
rejects value judgments from its sphere of com- 
petence. Eysenck has misunderstood and mis- 
applied science to this issue. Also 20th century 
physics has repudiated the world view and 
arrogant claims of 19th century science. 

The Uncertainty Concept (that the act of 
observing is an intervention by the experimenter 
that changes the subject being studied) and 
Relativity Theory (perception depends on the 
position of the observer) attest to this point. 
Unfortunately the fetish of scientism seems to 
have migrated to the behavioral ‘‘sciences”’. 
No experiment can pre-empt the future. Dis- 
coveries are valid only for the sample population 
within the specific experimental conditions. 
What legitimacy can there be to a claim that 
people in the future are defined by the con- 
tingent responses of concrete individuals in the 
artificial setting of a lab ?—Roger Lee, Saga- 
more, Cincinnati, Ohio. 


Dr. Eysenck never specified ‘‘the artificial setting 
of a lab”. He was talking about genuine 
scientific research, as opposed to subjective 
theories.—Ed. 


Question time 
I've been following Penthouse since its first 
American edition, and enjoy it immensely. 
Overall | prefer it to my former favorite Playboy ; 
though: feel there is much more you must do in 
order to be known here in America. 

| would like to ask a few basic questions, 
which | feel are of interest to all U.S.A. readers : 
1. How many issues of the British edition were 
published before the American one began ? 
2. Can we expect additional publications 
related to Penthouse? (such as a ‘Best of”, 
“Annual”, ete.). 
3. | saw mention of a book—‘‘The Bedside 
Penthouse” or ‘Midnight Penthouse” in an 
early issue. Can this be purchased outside your 
book society ? 
4. In-relation, will any special offers be “book 
society” projects only ? 
5. Do you intend Penthouse clubs all over the 
U.S.A., in select cities or what ?—Wayne 
Warfield, Aberdeen, Maryland 21007. 
Thanks for the interest—here goes with the 
answers: 1. Penthouse has been published in 
Britain since early 1965 so there were about 
50 British issues before the first International 
Edition. 2. We have published two highly 
successful Best of Penthouses in England, so 


there's a good chance of an American one 
sometime in the future. 3. The Midnight 
Penthouse /s unfortunately not available in the 
U.S. 4. We regularly run special offers in con- 
nection with our Book Society (see p.92). 
5. We plan to establish Penthouse Clubs in 
mayor cities in the U.S.—Ed. 


The ICE-man goeth 

| am a conservationist in the strictest sense of 
the word: | am against waste, pollution and 
overconsumption. But! am also realistic enough 
to try to improve our consumer-minded society, 
and to preserve what resources we have, rather 
than yell about doing away with all polluters 
and waste-makers. 

Ben Stanhope’s article Fact and Fiction 
About Steam in your July issue goes to 
extremes to re-establish in our minds the eternal 
and benevolent internal combustion engine, at 
the expense of any possibly superior steam or 
other kind of engine. Let us keep some things 
in mind before we decide pro or con ICE, or 
automobiles in general. Cars do not have to 
have the mentioned 360 h.p., they need not 
accelerate to 120 or even 60 m.p.h. in 4.5 secs. 

If we travel in our cities and on our multilane 
super highways during peak traffic hours, we 
see cars proceeding at a very low average 
speed. The speed limit in cities is seldom over 
45 m.p.h. With the timing of traffic signals, and 
other vehicles around, one seldom has the need 
to accelerate from 0 to 120 m.p.h. in 4.5 secs. 
If one has a need for speed and acceleration, 
other places and times are available. We have 
been brainwashed by advertisers into needing 
powerful cars. If you do not believe this, 
answer two questions : How many horsepowers 
does your car's engine have ? How many do you 
really need to get you where you are going ? 

We should not have to rely on cars for travel- 
ing within our cities. All the token attempts of 
oil companies to put more chemicals into their 
gasoline (into the air ultimately) for cleaner air, 
and feeble attempts of automobile manufac- 
turers to make clean and more efficient engines 
are movements in the right direction, but they 
are pitifully insignificant and ineffectual. We 
must concentrate on developing good public 
transportation, and reevaluating our needs. Do 
we really have to sit inside 4000 pounds of steel 
and have 400 horses to move it ? 

Mr. Stanhope’s statement, “It’s that, (i.e. 
supremacy of the ICE) or back to the horse and 
buggy" is irrelevant and an oversimplification 
of the available choices.—/mre Kertesz, Ruby 
Drive, Placentia, Calif. 


Could any conceivable “development of good 
public transportation” provide mobility for the 
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individual equal to the automobiles ?—Ed. 


Scientoppycock 

We were deeply grieved to hear that Penthouse 
is going out of business. One of-the more 
obvious signs of a declining magazine is their 
compulsive tendency to attack something that 
is flourishing and expanding, such as the 
Church of Scientology. Do send us an invitation 
to the funeral. We would be only too glad to 
officiate, if Life doesn’t request our services for 
the same day. 

Your precedented attacks are reminiscent of 
an antiquated, tiresome, talentless and boring 
approach to journalism. We do hope this is your 
last ditch attempt in the field of magazine 
publishing. Maybe now we'll get some en- 
lightened and refreshingly intelligent view- 
points. 

Please study well the following definition of 
SCuliee 
“Cult means a closed circle. Scientology is 
not a closed circle. We spread outward. Please 
stop using a word coined by the ex- Minister 
of Health in England and patrons of the National 
Association for Mental Health. | am sure now 
that you have had this pointed out that you will 
substitute Church of Scientology, movement 
or sect.” Yours, in powerful Truth and Love.— 
Mrs. Sunja Ackerman, Minister of Public 
Relations, The Church of Scientology, West 
32nd Street, New York City 70007. 


This curious comeback seems to refer to a 
corrective comment in View from the Top under 
the apt heading ““Scientoppycock”. As that was 
published in December last year, since when 
Penthouse has gone froni strength to strength, 
this seems to be another example of Sciento- 
logical confusion.—Ed. 


Henry’s humor 
| am a Sales Manager and recently | attended a 
Sales Managers’ Seminar at Cherry Hill New 
Jersey. It was there that | bought my first copy of 
Penthouse. In it was Henry Morgan’s article, 
The Man From M.E.D.1/.0.C.R.E. 

| have never in my life read such a sincere, 
funny, succinct commentary on the average man 
in America today. | thought this article summed 
up what we as sales managers, throughout the 
country, know when we attempt to market our 
products, whatever they may be, but never have 
the guts to write in our private diaries, much less 
publish in a national magazine. Where can | 
purchase more of Henry Morgan’s works ?— 
Donald J. Slazinski, Baylis Drive North, Ann 
Arbor, Michigan. ; 


The naked truth 

Penthouse is to be applauded. In its frank 
portrayal of the nude body it has helped to move 
nudism farther along the road to wider and 
honest acceptance. Your magazine joins millions 
of young and old, myself included, who daily 
exhibit by their open practice on beaches, in 
homes, in the country, that nudity is a natural and 
necessary part of life expression. 

Perhaps you could show more of the beautiful 
pubic area of both men and women nude to- 
gether enjoying life as it is meant to be and best 
enjoyed—nude. To you belongs the great task of 
showing the total nude as what it is—the 
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Enjoy a really 
novel taste. Ripe 
cherry flavor 
combined @ with rich 
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Little Cigars. Firm, slim and 
extra long. She’// like them too! 


Wolf Bros, Cigars, manufactured by House of Windsor, Inc., Windsor, Pa. 17366 
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ultimate in beauty.—P.S.B. (name and address 
withheld) Manhatten, Kansas. 


We have steadily enjoyed your magazine since 
it came out last September. We especially en- 
joyed your April and:May issues, because you 
went so far as to expose the genital area, which 
was great. Lately, though, you haven’t shown 
the genital area. We would enjoy your magazine 
much more if you would continue to show these 
feminine areas. As far as your girls are concern- 
ed, they're great—C.A. (name and address 
withheld), Houston, Texas. 


Question of controversy 
I've just read my first issue (June) of Pent- 
house, and found it an exceedingly good re- 
placement for Playboy in all but one respect, 
that being your lack of articles or comment on 
the controversial topics of the times. By this | 
tefer to Vietnam, the draft, civil rights, drugs, etc. 
{ do hope you will publish some articles 
speaking out on these topics, especially Viet- 
nam. It seems to me that anyone seeking to 
claim Playboy's mantle would denounce this 
affront to human dignity perpetrated by the 
American government. If you don't, I'll still buy 
Playboy, but I'd rather find a complete replace- 
ment for it in my reading diet—Raymond Wm. 
Schnitz//1, AOP 96289, Vietnam. 


Vietnam ? See April Penthouse (“The Why of 
My Lai"). Civil rights.? See August Penthouse 
(Congressman Lowenstein interview). Drugs ? 
See April Penthouse (“Marijuana and Madison 
Avenue’). And if you'd care to turn to page 24 


of this issue, you'll find an article on the con- 
troversial topic of campus reform. In fact, 
there's never an issue of Penthouse without a 
controversial discussion on a public topic. We 
dont think there can be any controversy about 
that.—Ed. 


White is beautiful, too 

As a member of the black brotherhood | was 
glad to see in your magazine (July) that at least 
one white woman acknowledges the sexual 
superiority of the Negro male. May | take this 
opportunity of returning the compliment? | have 
always found white girls to be more exciting in 
bed than black girls. The main reason for this 
may be the novelty involved, but I’m inclined to 
think that’s not really it. There is something about 
the sight of a white female body alongside my 
black male one that intensifies the whole 
experience—and white girls, contrary to popular 
belief, are no more inhibited than their black 
sisters. 

Of course, | can only speak from personal 
experience, but when it comes to love-making, 
what other kind of experience is there ?— 
Harvey B. (name and address withheld), 
Albany, New York. 


| found the Black /s Beautiful letter in your June 
Forum funny to full of bull. | think it’s high time 
someone said something on our behalf where 
sex is concerned. The white male is constantly 
being criticized for everything from bad politics 
to bum sex. 

As a member of the white male clan I'll have 
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_ Remington 
will give you $5.00 for 
any old shaver. 


Just trade in any old electric shaver when you buy a new 
REMINGTON’ cordless shaver, and Remington will send 
you $5 in the mail. 

It's not that we're collecting old shavers. We're just very eager for 
you to try our new Remington cordless Lektro Blade” shaver, and 
we re willing to offer this incentive. 

This new shaver of ours uses replaceable blades that are so sharp 
they can compete with razor blades. And like razor blades, it’s 
cordless so you can use it anywhere, anytime. 

If youre wondering why they re replaceable, it's because they're 
so sharp. You see, an edge as fine as the edge on our new blades 
simply can’t hold up forever. They will give you up to 180 close 
shaves, then youll probably want to put in a new set. | z 
Our suggested retail price for a new set is $1.95. 

The $5 trade-in offer ends Nov. 1, 1970. To get it 
send in the warranty card, your sales receipt and old 
shaver to Remington Shaver, 35 Benham Ave., 
Bridgeport, Conn. 06605, and we'll mail you a $5 
check. Limit: one trade-in to a customer. REMINGTON’ 


LEKTRO BLADE* SHAVER 


© We don't care how old it is, 
what make it is, 
or what condition it’s in. 


+; 
SPERRY RA\ : 
LEKTRO BLADE TRAKEMARK SPERRY RAND CORP. ©) 
REMINGTON ELECTRIC SHAVER DIVISION/BRIDGEPORT, 
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fashion 

performance 
for the man 
on the move 


of 55% Dacron* polyester, 45% worsted wool 


The Commuter® suit — a new dimension in shaped 
clothing — created for today’s spirited individual. An 
active suit for an active man. . . styled by College Hall 
to keep pace with the tempo of the times. A brilliant study 
of the classic suit of the 70’s. The fabric of 55% Dacron® 
polyester, 45% worsted wool, makes wrinkles passé... 
keeps you looking crisp and fresh from morning until 
midnight. About $90 at fine stores everywhere. 
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it known that | for one am fed up with such 
bunk! The time has come to dispel many 
myths about the difference in sex capabilities 
between the races. | have sampled the sweets 
from many countries and a broad section of the 
U.S.A. and the only difference in any of it is 
technique and upbringing. | can say | have 
never had the door slammed in my face when 
| came around the second time: in contrary, 
I've been most welcomed, at home and abroad. 
This goes to point out that | must be doing 
something right and being enjoyed for it. 
l,asawhite man, can go as long as anyone else, 
as many times, be as sexy or as crude, as rough 
or gentle, as wild or timid as anything going. 
| | am not a sexual boob and am tired of having 
| articles like the above trying to build me up as 
| one. As for the young lady who wrote the letter, 
all | can say is “Sorry you missed the boat, but 
if there was any truth to your fable, things would 
have been different a long time ago. | climbed 
over a few fences in my time also, madame!” 
The black man is seeking social justice and 
it's time for the white man to start seeking 
sexual justice.—Larry W. Stutes, Lafayette, 
Louisiana. 


Standard sizes 

| have what | consider a small penis (3¢ ins. 
long and 4¢ ins. in circumference). On only 
one occasion has a young lady commented on 
| my lack of size. It is my feeling that most 
women do not consider penis size in any way 
important. A small penis is a handicap only if 
a man believes it is a handicap.—A.B. (name 
and address withheld), Newington, Conn. 


Doing her own thing 
Is my girlfriend some kind of kink? The only 
thing that really turns her on is herself. She 
genuinely prefers masturbation to any other 
form of sexual satisfaction, and insists on my 
watching her while she indulges. This is no 
hardship in itself, but some plain old-fashioned 
straight sex between us every now and then is 
surely not too much to ask. But whenever | 
suggest it (which is frequently, needless to say) 
she makes some remark about straight sex being 
| ‘last year’s gig’. | had always believed that 
exhibitionism was a male aberration. | would be 
greatly interested to learn if this problem is 
known to psychologists.—Charles J. (name and 
address withheld), Memphis, Tenn. 


Consumer report 

Well, | have finally come to the conclusion that 
your magazine is way better than Playboy, 
especially your main center girls. Your cover 
is better and your inside material is better. 
There is only one thing. Your magazine is hard 
to get. | wish you could buy them in drugstores 
like Playboy.—Brian Matthews, Kerry Park 
Road, Calgary, Alberta, Canada. 


| am a corporal in the U.S. Marine Corps 
serving a tour of duty in South Vietnam. 
Recently, while recovering from a streak of bad 
luck on a hospital ship, | came across an issue 
of Penthouse. | had heard that it rivalled a 
certain H.H. publication but | was skeptical. 
But now | must congratulate you on a truly 
| great publication. 

It was the first one | ever read. | liked it, I’m 


We built a better 
mousetrap for your 
armpit. 


When you first spray Plus on, it after about six hours, all 
works like any good anti-per- anti-perspirants begin to weaken. 
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Safe from wet armpits 
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You can’t be delicate about armpits. 
That’s where you sweat a lot. 

And a man needs one helluva 
anti-perspirant deodorant to keep 
him dry and smelling good for 
a long time. 

That’s why English Leather built 
Plus to be twice as good, twice as 
effective as anything else around. 

You see, Plus is a whole new 
idea. Until now all anti-perspirant 
deodorants only had one 
time-release action— 
in the anti-perspirant. 

But now there’s English Leathere 
Plus. It has two time-release 
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© deodorant protection. 
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better armpits. 
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sold on it. Your women are clean and classy. 
Be cool, and keep up the great work.—W. A. 
Polich, Mag-16, 5-4, FPO San Francisce 
96602. 


Just this month | purchased Penthouse for the 
first time, and | am glad | did, because you had 
“some fantastic photography of Pretty Polly, and 
| also enjoyed reading your articles. At the same 
time | purchased Playboy but | must say the 
photography in Penthouse was much more 
vivid and distinctive, at least to me.-Sammie P. 
(name withheld), Clifton, New Jersey. 


Pet partisans 

| am stationed in Viet Nam and want to per- 
sonally thank you for putting out the best men’s 
magazine over here. | don’t usually get really 
excited about seeing any one girl’s pictures in 
a magazine, or rather, | can take them or leave 
them without losing sleep. 

But in two of my friends’ wall lockers are the 
same pictures of a Penthouse Pet of the 
Month: Miss llse Hasek. The pictures hold me 
captivated everytime | see them. This girl is 
truly beautiful! Never have any pictures of a girl 
sunk into my heart and mind as llse’s have.— 
Calvin C. Hall, Co.C, 4th Eng. Bn, APO San 
Francisco 96262. 


After reading through your May issue | have 
come to the conclusion | have flipped for your 
Miss Benedikte Anderson. Your photographers 
Amnon Bar-Tur and Guccione are experts in 
the way they caught the complete innocence of 
this beautiful girl—A/C Michael J. Welch, 366 
MMS W/R, APO San Francisco 96337. 


Erotic omens 

| have long wondered if there is any valid way of 
ascertaining how sexy a man is by observing his 
nose, ears, feet—in fact by observing any other 
part of the male anatomy besides the logical one. 
(Not that size, or lack of it, proves anything!) 
Now | think | may have stumbled across some- 
thing. You can tell by the size of a man’s 


PM IN THE MOOD FOR MASH? 


Yes, and more. Al De Lory, 
pianist, composer, arranger and 
conductor plays scene setting 
contemporary music in his new 
album, SONG FROM M*A*S*H. 
Other selections include, Rainy 
Night In Georgia, Raindrops 
Keep Fallin’ On My Head, Every- 
thing Is Beautiful, Bridge Over 
Troubled Water, Hey There 
Lonely Girl, The Letter, and 
several others. It’s an album that 
puts you in more moods than 
mere M*A*S*H. On Capitol. 
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Brut for Men. 


If you have 
any doubts 
about yourself, 
try 
something else. 


After shave, after shower, after anything. 
Brut by Fabergé. 
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tongue—not how much he talks, but the actual 
physical size of the tongue itself. | have experi- 
mented lately and that’s my conclusion. 

How do | measure men’s tongues? The 
answer is: carefully. With a piece of string. First 
| ask a man to stick his tongue out. Most men 
tend to be a bit inhibited about doing this but, 
once | tell them why, their male egos come into 
play and naturally they can’t refuse. When the 
tongue is fully extended, | first measure its 
length with the string, and then its circum- 
ference. Big tongues mean good lovers, little 
tongues mean lousy ones. You may laugh, but 
so far this method of “potency” testing has 
proved sound. Also it’s more fun than having to 
discover male ineptitude the hard way (and of 
course, | don’t mean the “hard” way).—Miss 
E. G. (name and address withheld), Pough- 
keepsie, New York. 


Party tricks 
For some time my wife and | have indulged in a 
form of sexual arousal which gives us much 
pleasure. It is simply this: when we go out to a 
party, my wife often wears no underpants, and 
manages to sit in a way which makes this fact 
apparent to one or more of the males in the 
room. My wife pretends complete innocence of 
what she’s doing and, naturally, the watching 
males have no idea that | am watching them. 
The sight of their growing, if covert, interest in 
my wife stimulates me, and this in turn 
stimulates her. As often as not, we cannot wait 
to return home and satisfy our mutual desires. 
Quite why the sight of other men stealing 
glances at my wife’s pantieless bottom should 
stir me, | don’t know, but we both feel that 
whatever turns couples on to heightened mutual 
excitement can only be good for the relation- 
ship.—Charles G. (name and address withheld), 
Sarasota, Fla. 


Forbidden fleece 

The enemy has counter-attacked! Playboy is 
trying to win back its readers by a/so showing 
pubic hair. But as far as | can tell, they still use 
the airbrush, which makes them only No. 2. Is 
Playboy to become No. 1 again? Bite thy 
tongue, sir! 

To avoid this terrible thing, you have to 
ACT! If you had more pages, and went “all the 
way” (by showing the genitals), Playboy would 
just have to bow out, gracefully or not. By the 
way, another thing that makes you best is the 
fantastic women in your magazine. 

Fortunately, | have seen the light! After my 
subscription to ‘‘the rabbit’ expires (3 more 
issues), I'll be all yours—4-ever faithful to 
Penthouse.—L. R. Lewellen, N. Watkins Street, 
Memphis, Tenn. 


Change partners 

| am a married woman, aged 28, and my 
husband and | have recently had our first 
experience of so-called “‘wife-swapping”. On 
holiday in Sardinia this summer we discovered a 
small beach while out sailing. There were no 
houses or villas nearby and we gotin the habit of 
sailing over every day for a picnic lunch. 

One morning we were surprised—and rather 
disappointed—to observe another sailboat 
drawn up on what we had begun to look on as 
Our own private strip of sand. We decided to 


sail over and find out who the “‘invaders’’ were. 
It turned out to be a French couple in their 
mid-30s who, like us, had thought the beach 
was used by no one else. They had also brought 
a picnic complete with two bottles of Sardinian 
wine. We introduced ourselves, broke out the 
wine, and within half an hour were well on the 
way to becoming fast friends. 

Just how fast became apparent when the 
Frenchman, out of a clear blue sky, suggested 
that we all make love. My husband was very 
shocked at first, but what with the wine and the 
sun (and doubtless the appearance of the 
Frenchman's lovely wife) he did at length 
agree. We started with each man making love to 
his own wife, and then we changed around. | 
must admit it was terribly exciting, watching 
them make love and watching them watching 
us, but my husband and | decided, after that day, 
that wife-swapping was not for us—for the 
simple reason that it was so stimulating we felt 
it might make our regular sex life pale by 
comparison !—Mrs. Janet S., (name and ad- 
dress withheld), Milan, Italy. 


Special preference 

In the July Forum, C.A. of Georgia tells how he 
uses enemas as preliminary stimulants to other 
sexual activities. He also states that they are not 
harmful to the body when given properly. 

This is interesting to me because | too have 
used them (though perhaps not to the extent 
he has). | would like to know how they are 
given properly—how much, what temperature 
and if anything besides water is used. Perhaps 
C.A. of Georgia would care to comment on this. 

Also in the July Penthouse in The Permissive 
Paradox, reference is made to a famous picture 
by Francois Boucher glamorizing the applica- 
tion of enemas. If you can, please run a copy 
of this picture—W. M. Wilson, Ft. Worth, 
Texas 76109. 


Telling it like it is 

| am an American male, living in Paris, and have 
been a regular reader of Penthouse ever since a 
copy of the magazine was given to me by a 
French girlfriend last year. | find Penthouse 
honest and above-board in its overall attitude 
towards sex. | have long thought that most 
sexual problems and hangups are largely the 
result of an inability to accept the man-woman 
relationship for what it is—a natural straight- 
forward function of the human body, basically 
uncomplicated and basically beautiful. Con- 
gratulations to Penthouse for perpetuating this 
simple truth.—A. L. (name and address with- 
held), Paris, 15 eme. 


Small town lament 

| read your magazine with great interest, but are 
the Forum letters really genuine ? | am, | believe, 
a normal, 32-year-old male, possessed of the 
usual sex drives characteristic of my age, but | 
have yet to experience any of the wild sexual 
adventures, such as troilism, wife swapping, 
etc., which many of your correspondents claim 
to have indulged in. Either those guys are lying 
or | am missing one hell of a lot. For my own 
peace of mind, | hope that it’s the former.— 
F. G. (name and address withheld); Rolla, 
Missouri. 
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drawing more thoughtfully than ever on 
his pipe. “I’ve given it a lot of consider- 
ation lately and I’ve come to the con- 
clusion that the whole Penthouse- 
Playboy direction is no longer meaning- 
ful in the ‘70s. Sex, if you'll pardon the 
expression, is uncool as revolutionary 
grist goes. Permissiveness is now a fact 
of life—the battles have been fought and 
won. Where do we go from here—that's 
the real question.” 

“Alright,” we said, “where do we go 
from here ?”’ 

His bright, young, eager eyes narrow- 
ed obscenely. “Violence, man, the new 
pornography—it’s all around us, in the 
air we breathe, the sweet smell of dis- 
sension, bombs and bullets instead of 
boobs and buttocks, S.D.S., protest, 
man, protest.” 

We said nothing. 

“Violence,” he continued, “has all of 
the same titillating and mind-bending 
ingredients as sex—sufficient to pre- 
cipitate its own social revolution. Im- 
agine, it is already beginning to replace 
sex as an attention-getting and even 
persuasive force in consumer advertis- 
ing. Like sex, it demands individual 
freedom of expression, it has become 
associated with myriad anti-establish- 
ment activities, it appeals to the young 
much more than the old, it has cultist 
overtones, historic and even re/igious 
traditions of great cultural complexity. 
And like pure sex, pure:violence is a 
quintessential expression of the human 
condition mitigated only by socio- 
cultural and other environmental factors. 
It's beautiful, man, and it’s so utterly 
meaningful.” 

“What will you call your new maga- 
zine, Hugh 2” we repeated. 

He took a deep puff on his pipe and 
let the smoke run in yellow ribbons from 
his nostrils. “Protestboy,” he said 
softly. 


“Protestboy ?” 

“That's right, Protestboy, complete 
with the Protestboy philosophy and a 
special pull-out centerfold section called 
—wait for it—Protestboy’s Protestmate 
ofthemonth!” 

“Protestmate of the month 2” 

“Now since sex—as | see it—is no 
longer a viable draw for the savage ‘70s, 
Protestboy’s Protestmate of the month 
need not be a woman at all. It could, 
particularly within the parameters of the 
new pornography, be something as 
morally corrosive as a full-frontal view of 
a Molotov cocktail with its wick 
hanging out.” 

“Wick hanging out ?” 

“Precisely—and hair, not pubie hair 
with all of its forlorn sentimentality, 


but real hair, head hair, hair with a long | 


and venerable tradition of socio-political 
intrigue. Protestboy could create a 


whole new area of controversy out of | 


that subject alone.’ 

“Aughss* 

“It would take time, of course, to 
show a full head of shoulder-length 
hippie-protest hair. I’m not kidding my- 
self about that. We could use the air- 
brush in the beginning and work up to It 
slowly just like you guys did with 
pubic hair.” 

Malle | niaeee 

“| can see the blue-noses now. 
Imagine their faces when we run a com- 
pletely unretouched view of a typical 
Protestboy with shaggy, cabbage-leaf 
locks tumbling down his back and a 
lascivious grin on his bearded and 
equally unretouched mouth.” 

AlrHOVe Iain Se 

“Yes 2" 

“You're fired, Hugh !" 

“But don't you want to hear about 
Cee 

“Fired, Hugh !” 

cai erarete 

“Fired |" 

“Was it the socks or the 15-dollar 
raise 2’ —B.G. 
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Attention ecology fans! Ugly 
sounds are polluting our envi- 
ronment, threatening the very 
safety of our ears. This mind- 
less menace of ear pollution 
even surrounds us on our 
streets and highways. Will you 
join our crusade to fight ear 
pollution and make this a better 
world? Just install a Craig Car 
Stereo Tape Player in your car. 


With a Craig in the car, you can 
control your own environment. 
Sock ear pollution in the eye. 
Just roll up the windows and 
your Car is a beautiful stereo 
sound chamber where you lis- 
ten only to the music you want 
to hear. 


Visit your Craig dealer’s Ear 
Pollution Control Center and 
ask for the ear pollution solu- 


This is Craig's contribution to the 
ear pollution solution. We'll pay $5 
of your installation fee when you pur- 
chase a 3123 or 3124. Just send us 
this coupon along with the sales slip 
properly identifying the. dealer, the 
car stereo unit, and the date of pur- 
chase. We’ll send you $5. Offer good 
anywhere in the USA until December 
31, 1970. Craig's address is 921 West 
Artesia Blvd., Compton, California 
90220, Dept. RDH. 


tion. He’ll show you the new 
theft-resistant Craig model 
3123 8-track car stereo. Its 
mounting base bolts securely 
to the floor and contains a 
special key lock so you can 
take the unit out for safe stor- 
age. It has all the latest fea- 
tures including automatic track 
switching and cartridge eject 
when ignition is turned off. 
Model 3124 includes FM stereo 
radio. 


Craig is doing its bit to help the 
cause by giving you $5 off on 
your installation fee. Read the 
coupon for details. 


Act now! Restore the ecologi- 
cal balance in your car with a 
Craig Car Stereo and together 
we'll lick this snarling threat of 
ear pollution. 


PH-1 
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Good guys and Countryfolk 


“Please explain,’ writes an anxious 
reader, “what the real issues of 
American politics are; what is 
really meant by Democrat, Re- 
publican, Liberal, Conservative 
and Radical; and who are really 
the good guys and the bad guys.” 
Well, anxious reader, your ques- 
tion is quite a simple one. You see, 
the one basic issue which divides 
Americans today, as it has since 
the day we won our independence, 
is much more fundamental than 
such things as where we stand on 
any particular war, 
ideology, or economic theory. It 
includes a little of each of these 
things, but at the same time much 
more. And it overrides all of them. 

That basic issue is: Whether it is 
better to live in the city or the 
country. 

Ail Americans—like many other 
people around the world—are 
either Cityfo/k or Countryfolk. 

Throughout our history, most 
Cityfolk have tended also to be 
Democrats, Liberals or Radicals- 
of-the-Left. And most Countryfolk 
have been Republicans, Conserva- 
tives and Radicals-of-the-Right. 
All of them at heart are good guys 
for the most part. We'll get to who 
the bad guys are later. 

Thomas Jefferson, a Virginia- 
born farmer, was the first great 
advocate in America of Country- 
folkism. He hated cities and city life. 
To him, the cities were breeding- 
places of sin and wickedness; and 
virtue was only to be found in the 
country. Alexander Hamilton, born 
in the West Indies, but a New 
Yorker by choice, naturally saw it 
the other way. To him, cities were 
centers of culture, with their 
libraries and theaters and differ- 
ences of opinion out of which new 
ideas could blossom. Including 
radical ideas. Hamilton became a 
sort of hero of the City and City- 
folkism. 

Of course they v were both right. 
The cities are centers of both 
culture and crime. And the coun- 
try is a ‘nice place to visit” (city 
people are always spending vaca- 
tions there) but what do you do 
when you need a doctor in a 
hurry and you're 50 miles from 


or political. 


town? The answer is, you often 
die for lack of treatment. But that’s 
increasingly true these days in the 
city too. 

When George Washington set 
up the first administration with 
Jefferson as Secretary of State 
and Hamilton as Secretary of the 
Treasury one of the first problems 
they met was the noise of the New 
York City traffic in 1790, which 
was unbearable. Apparently per- 
suaded by Jefferson's views, the 
United States Government packed 
all its files and other belongings 
on to a couple of wagons and 
moved to Philadelphia—then an 
even bigger, but quieter, city. 

The process of citification—or, 
if you insist, urbanization—has 
been at the bottom of all our major 
conflict in this nation ever since. 
The Civil War was actually a con- 
flict between the Cityfolk North 
and the Countryfolk South. Slavery 
was practically a side issue by 
comparison. And it needn't have 
been. Black people were histori- 
cally Countryfolk and would have 
preferred to stay in the South if 
they could have done so in free- 
dom. It was being forced to 
escape to the Cityfolk North to 
find freedom that made them 
militant and angry; especially 
when they didn’t find it. 

Your schoolteachers may have 
led you to believe that the great 
struggle over Prohibition was a 
battle over the rights and wrongs 
of Demon Rum. If so, you were 
seriously misled. The ratification of 
the 18th Amendment, less than 
nine weeks after the Armistice 
ending World War |, was in fact 
the last gasp effort of the Country- 
folk to stem the tide of Cityfolkism 
in America. The Saloon by then 
had become the symbol of the 
City and its “wickedness.” Close 
the saloons, they argued, and the 
sin, crime and corruption (includ- 
ing the foreign-inspired radicalism 
and trade unionism) of the cities 
would wither away. The decency, 
as symbolized by the sobriety, of 
the Countryfolk and their anti- 
radical, anti-union, pro-status-quo 
tradition would triumph. 

What really triumphed, of course, 
was Underground Cityfolkism. 
Disorganized crime in the cities 
evolved into Organized Crime 


nationwide under Al Capone and 
his progeny. Saloons and murder 
multiplied. The mobs bought out 
the police and politicians, and the 
federal government lost out on 
millions of uncollected taxes on 
booze. With the failure of the 
Noble Experiment, Prohibition was 
repealed under FDR, and Ame- 
rica’s fate as an urban society was 
decided. 

But not as an urban-dominated 
society. 

The Countryfolk managed to 
hang on to one last advantage— 
one they still hold and use with 
devastating effect even today. 
Dominance of the state legis- 
latures and key committees in our 
nation’s Congress. Despite the 
Supreme Court's One-Man-One- 
Vote decision which should have 
broken their stranglehold on the 
legislatures, they still manage to 
outvote and out-maneuver the 
Cityfolk who make up 70 per cent 
of the total population. They have 
even managed to put a Couniry- 
folk in the White House ! 

There are two main reasons: 

(1) The Cityfolk are split into 
two factions. There are the Cen- 
tral, or Core, Cityfolk and the 
Outer-Ring or Suburban Cityfolk 
who—as Mr. Nixon and_ his 
advisers discovered—tend to vote 
with the Countryfolk, and 

(2) The migrations of people 
into the Central Cores from the 
Country and into Suburbs from 
Central Cities are not determined 
in the first place by what the 
politicians do or fail to do, but by 
technology. 

In other words, most Country- 
folk did not move to the cities or 
suburbs because they became 
converted. They are still Country- 
folk at heart. They are merely dis- 
placed persons who were forced 
to head for town by conditions 
created, not by politicians, but by 
inventors. 

Which brings us to the identity 
of the real bad guys. There were 
many, but three stand out above 
the rest: Cyrus McCormick, Henry 
Ford and Elisha Otis. 

McCormick was born a Country- 
folk in the South, but he wound 
up in Chicago where the town’s 
first mayor, Bill Ogden, lent him 
$25,000 to perfect and build his 


famous reaper. With it, he won a 
government contract to build 
machines to replace farm workers 
drafted for the Civil War. McCor- 
mick’s reapers and _— similar 
machines have been forcing farm 
workers—mostly Southern blacks 
—off the farms ever since, to take 
up residence in the city slums. The 
old McCormick's Reaper Works 
has evolved into today’s Inter- 
national Harvester Corp., largest 
in the world. And every harvesting 
machine that leaves Chicago 
forces a few more human _ har- 
vesters off the land and into 
Chicago or some other city, where 
—if they are lucky enough to avoid 
living on welfare—they can go to 
work building more machines to 
displace more farm workers, et 
cetera, et cetera. 

Henry Ford said he would solve 
the problem of the cities by provid- 
ing the means to move out of them. 
He did. Lots of lucky people 
moved out into the suburbs. And 
the good jobs moved with them. 
The politicians helped by appro- 
priating billions of dollars for 
roads to smooth the way. But they 
forgot to change the housing 
laws—or enforce them where they 
were changed—so those dis- 
placed farm workers could share 
life in the suburbs with other 
liberated Countryfolk. And while 
they remained in the cities they 
reaped the benefits of enhanced 
traffic congestion. 

It's quite obvious how Elisha 
Otis affected the situation. By 
perfecting an elevator which 
would not fall when the cable 
broke, he made it possible to build 
cities on top of cities. This multi- 
plied the number of people who 
could be crammed into each 
square mile, to the point where it 
was much greater than the capa- 
city of the soil and surrounding 
waterways and atmosphere to 
carry off their waste products. 
This gave us air and water poilu- 
tion. And that has helped bring 
to reality the dire predictions of 
the old-time Countryfolk about 
what would happen as the result 
of unchecked growth of the cities. 

McCormick chased the natural- 
born Countryfolk into the alien 
atmosphere of the city slums and 
factories. Otis piled them up on 
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top of each other. And Ford pro- 
vided escape for some, but not all, 
to the suburbs—creating traffic 
congestion and exhaust fumes for 
all. The politicians didn’t have a 
damn thing to do with it. Except 
that they have added to the 
trouble by failing to keep up with 
the inventors. They have sided 
with the Countryfolk, adding to 
the misery of the out-voted, 
cooped-up- Cityfolk. Building 
roads instead of mass transit, for 
example. Spending more to keep 
rats off cows than off the faces of 
city children. 

The dilemma of life in urban 
America is not so much that you 
can't fight City Hall. It is that City 
Hall is finding it so hard to fight 
Congress, the White House and 
the State House. This has made 
Cityfolk the real oppressed group 
in America. And if a revolution, 
violent or nonviolent, should come, 
the Countryfolk Power Structure 
will be its target. The fact is, 
radicals and revolutionaries do 
gravitate to the cities. So they 
will have no shortage of leaders. 

But the so-called hippies and 
college radicals, strangely enough, 
may be left out of it. They are more 
aware than any other group that 
technology is most responsible for 
our troubles. But they have mis- 
takenly tried to solve them by 
rolling back technology, instead 
of demanding that the politicians 
catch up with it. They are like 
sad missionaries, trying to convert 
everybody back to Countryfolkism 
in a back-to-the-farm movement. 
At best it's a romantic kind of 
pipe dream—literally! Inventions 
can't be disinvented. Elevators 
and automobiles can't really be 
outlawed. And there’s no longer 
any place for humans on the farm, 
least of all city-bred humans. 

The real answer is first to make 
more of a place for Cityfolk in the 
halls of government; then to force 
the government to put up the 
money to build lots of new, 
medium-sized cities instead of 
trying to make overcrowded super- 
cities accommodate even more 
people. And locate them in pre- 
sently sparsely settled Country- 
folk-owned territory where there 
is plenty of clean air and water 
available. Supply them with fast, 
comfortable mass transit so they 
won't pollute the air with auto- 
mobiles until a clean car can be 
perfected. In other words, use 
today’s technology to solve pro- 
blems brought on by yesterday’s 
technology, instead of using it to 
kill each other. 

The people who are thinking 
along these lines are the good 
guys.—Fred Darwin. 


Everything for the bride 


“Pepper T.G. & T.S. Weddings a 
speciaity. Complete erection 
service. Crosshills, Snaith, near 
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Goole, Yorkshire.’’"—ad in ‘Tent & 
marquee hire service” section of 
Nottingham telephone directory. 


Redefinitions 


Prostitution : fee love. 

Wedding March: the song most 
girls can be had for. 

No: the original oral contraceptive. 


Deviant difference 


What is the difference between a 
peeping Tom and a pickpocket? 
A pickpocket snatches watches. 


at 


ENINGS 


Island interlude 


The Spanish island of Ibiza has 


been historically best known for its 
corsairs (a sort of semi-legal 
pirate) and its salt ponds. But in 
recent times it has become more 
renowned as_ the _ laissez-faire 
headquarters for increasing num- 
bers of international freaks, attrac- 
ted by the ambiance and the low 
prices (a primitive six-room farm- 
house, for example, rents for 
under $50 monthly). 

Spanish authorities, anxious on 
the one hand for the nearly $3 
million the island annually grosses 
from tourist revenues, and on the 
other increasingly apprehensive 
about the supposed freedom of 
sex and drugs, were said to be 
watching both residents and arri- 
vals ever more closely. This 
summer, by common belief, was 
thought to be the last one before 
“the big crackdown." So the June 
arrival on Ibiza of the Australian 
underground publisher Richard 
Neville, was the signal for Ibiza’s 
1970 hippie colony to get it on for 
perhaps the final time—or so the 
gossip ran. 

What could be more fitting, the 
freaks argued, than a_ special 
issue of Neville’s London maga- 
zine Oz devoted to the island in 
all its decadent splendor ? If all the 
resident and visiting talent could 
be persuaded to break its exhaust- 
ing round of all-day siestas at the 
harbor cafe and all-night voyeur- 
ism at La Tiera bar, Ibiza would 
see a publication the like of which 
it had never seen before. Some of 
the more longtime residents, wor- 
tried about the future of their 
residence permits, pointed out that 
censorship in Spain was not only 
strict but absolute. So it was 
finally decided that, though the 
issue would be put together on 
the island, it would be printed in 
London. 

Spanish law decrees that special 
permits are needed for meetings 
of more than a dozen people. But 
almost a score of permit-less 
enthusiasts attended the first 


gathering in the abandoned chapel 
of a hilltop home. Most of the 
story suggestions at this early 
meeting were semi-flippant: a 
contest to write about ‘my 
greatest orgasm,” for example, or 
an interview with a local dog that 
was famous for sounding the horn 
of his mistress’ car when he thought 
she had been away too long. 

But unanimous endorsement 
was given to a photographic folio 


of island fashions, Although the | 


popular around-town garb especi- 
ally favored by French girls was 
a semi-transparent robe with un- 
covered breasts and panties clearly 
to be seen beneath, complete 
nudity was reserved for the fre- 
quent patio parties on residents’ 
farms tucked away in the country- 
side. The dedicated breast-gazer 
would ironically enough derive 
more satisfaction downtown from 
peering at nipples through Birgita’s 
crocheted dresses than on public 


beaches where bare tits were | 


punishable by a 1,000 peseta fine. 
Arguments arose over the neces- 
sity for a gossip column. A few 


people thought that the presence | 


of Donovan's old lady and visits 
by Nico (“Didn‘t she once make it 
with Dylan?”), Terence Stamp 
and Viva were worth recording; 
others insisted that these stop- 


overs didn’t count ‘unless they | 


fucked somebody important while 
they were here.” 

Lester, a longtime resident of 
the island, had recently un- 
covered the local drugstore’s 
cache of Yohimbine chocolate, 
renowned for its supposedly 
aphrodisiac qualities, so it was 
decided that a test project with 
volunteers of both sexes would 
make an interesting story. This 
sex survey was a little late getting 
underway, however, because 
several of the colony's most 
enthusiastic lovers were under- 
going a mild venereal infection. 

The call went out to Dr. Sam, 


a long-haired homeopathic har-- 


binger from London. Unfortunately 
he was regarded with some sus- 
picion by the Spanish Customs 
authorities who insisted on con- 
fiscating most of the 70 or 80 
bottles of mysterious white pow- 
ders, pills and potions that he 
carried in a matching set of four 
leather briefcases. But even with 
only a handful of homeopathic 
remedies and lacking the ever- 
popular tincture of cannibonal 
(which, perhaps fortunately, he 
had left behind in London) Dr. 
Sam was in great and continual 
demand. “‘Most of these chicks 
never take time to visit a doctor,” 
said one observer, ‘‘and so to have 
one right in their midst, long- 
haired and free, too...” 

Thus the eventual highspot of 
the Ibiza Oz, we predict, will be an 
article entitled ‘What the Girls 
Told Dr. Sam” —John 
Wilcock. 
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Our one perversion 


“Every sexual experience that the 
world has to offer was theirs— 
every thrill imaginable, and more 
that couldn't be imagined by 
mortal humans.” This is the blurb 
for’a book none of us is likely to 
read, Cosmic Lovers by Alice 
Cloaca (Pandora Press, $6.90). 
If “every sexual experience that 
the world has to offer’ were to 
include all creatures in the world, 
Miss Cloaca’s cosmic lovers would 
find fact much sexier than fiction. 
The depravity of dumb animals is 
staggering, as catalogued by 
Donald £. Carr in The Sexes 
(Doubleday, $6.95), a surpris- 
ingly entertaining book, consider- 
ing its serious purpose of exploring 
sex in relation to over-population. 

Of course we must not belittle 
what can be imagined by mortal 
humans. As consciously mortal a 
human as there has been, W. C. 
Fields, imagined thus: “If they'd 
air-condition them, I'd /ive in one.” 
Well, sir, sure enough! According 
to naturalist Carr the star worm 
bonella viridis has achieved just 
this: ‘The males live as parasites 
inside the female’s sexual organs, 
feeding on her body juices and 
fertilizing all eggs which slide 
down from the oviduct.” To com- 
plain of the lack of air-conditioning 
is to quibble. 

In some other species the male 
never gets born. He uses himself 
up while still in the womb knock- 
ing up his sisters, so that they are 
born pregnant. A peculiarly savage 
twist on infant incest is that of the 
moth mite pyemotes herpi. Let 
Carr tell it in all its grue. “If males 
are born, they linger around the 
mother’s vagina, bore into her 
body, feeding on her juices, while 
they await the birth of their 
sisters. When the head of a young 
female appears in the orifice, the 
male grips his sister fiercely, jerks 
her out like a drunken obstetrician 
and copulates with her. Thus we 
have a combination of juvenile 
molestation and incestuous rape. 
Nevertheless,” Carr concludes 
blandly, “this appears to be a 
successful way of continuing this 
species.” 

Pain runs with sex through 
much of nature. To be sure, there 
is sweet and gentle sex, as witness 
the octopus who, having petted 
his lady into a receptive frame of 
mind, reaches with one of his 
arms into his ‘‘pocket’’, pulls out 
a packet of semen, and proffers 
it courteously to her. But it takes 
pain to arouse a creature as easy- 
going as a snail. A hermaphrodite, 
it has a vagina as well as a huge 
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erectile penis. To excite an erec- 
tion snails drive sharp darts into 
one another's foot. They carry 
these needles of calcium car- 
bonate in a special quiver for only 
this purpose. This sado-maso- 
chism is no mild titillation. Often 
One partner misses the foot and 
kills his-her lover with the Cupid 
arrow 

In evolution pleasure comes a 
poor second to efficacy, but snails 
evidently have a ball. Instruments 
hooked up to their nervous systems 
show that the reciprocal copula- 
tion results in simultaneous org- 
asms. Carr believes the orgasms 
are only male. Women, he says, 
may be the only females in the 
world to experience orgasm. So 
what else is new ? Carr concludes: 
*“*Swingers’ who imagine they 
have invented devilishly chic or 
terrifyingly new perversions have 
been anticipated by some millions 
of years in a huge variety of 
creatures.” 

Can't we then have any per- 
versions of our own? Isn't there 
one sexual thrill that no other 
animal has ever experienced ? 
Yes, by golly, there is—and Miss 
Cloaca has the answer in Cosmic 
Lovers. No other creature has ever 
been able to get his jollies out of 


the printed word. Literary porno- 
graphy is the only unnatural sex. 


The whole ball of wax 


The world of the theater has be- 
comea book. Itis The Playmakers 
by Stuart W. Little and Arthur 
Cantor (Norton, $7.95). It is not 
a course in drama, though there 
are insights that won't be found in 
Ph.D. theses, and it is not a 
history; it is the American theater 
right now, presented as a world 
where real people do real things 
to get other people to spend real 
money to see something happen. 

The facts are many and stylishly 
presented. What struck us especi- 
ally was that, for its enormous 
effect on our culture, the theater is 
a tiny operation. Indeed the whole 
thing is no bigger than a single 
book publishing house. !t costs 
only $17 million to run the whole 
Broadway season, and it grosses 
a mere $60 million. Some firms 
have advertising budgets bigger 
than this.—Norman Hoss. 


Recommended reading 


From Those Wonderful Folks Who 
Gave You Pearl Harbor by Jerry 
Della Femina, edited by Charles 


Sopkin. Subtitled “Front-Line Dis- 
patches from the Advertising War,” 
and full of fascinating and funny 
asides and insights on Madison 
Avenue, by one of the Avenue 
vanguard (Simon & Schuster, 
$6.50). 

Circle of Women by Drury L. 
Pifer. An absorbing novel of big 
business accomplished by strate- 
gic use of the world’s oldest 
business (Doubleday, $5.95). 


Sound and vision 


Two important and popular foreign 
films—/ Am Curious (Yellow) 
directed by Vilgot Sjoman and 
Z directed by Costa- Gavras—were 
recently re-released in dubbed 
English versions in New York City. 
Spokesmen for the distributors 
gave the usual reason for dubbing: 
that more people will pay money 
to go to see it. 

This may be so, but there are 
drawbacks to dubbing. Many 
people like to listen to the lilting 
sounds of Swedish, to the smooth 
deep tones of French or the music 
of Italian. But that is not the main 
problem. For the sake of wider 
audience appeal (Yellow and Z had 
been breaking records trhoughout 
the country in the original ver- 
sions) perfectly good, intelligent 
English sub-titles had been re- 
moved in favor of the voices of 
American actors with phony 
foreign accents, thereby changing 
the sound and perhaps even the 
sense of the films, for tonality can 
easily affect the mood. Irene 
Pappas in Z was the only actor 
in either film to use her own voice. 

Confronted with this artistic 
problem, director SjOman—who 
had no control over Grove’s 
decision to dub / Am Curious 
(Yellow)—said: “| really can't 
stand dubbing at a//, but | did go 
to check a couple of reels of the 
dubbed film. | was surprised to 
see that the girl who did Lena’s 
voice wasn't bad, but Borje 
(Lena’s boy-friend) was all wrong. 
It's a completely different charac- 
ter. The dubbers seemed to have 
gotten the general story alright, but 
all through what | saw they missed 
or changed lots of small details, 
very important little details.” 

He is not the only critic of 
dubbing. Consider the opinion of 
Jean Renoir, master French movie 
director: ‘| hate dubbing. | even 
believe that in a period of high 
civilization, like the 12th century, 
if people had done dubbing in 
films they would have been burned 
in the public square for pretending 
that men may have one body and 
two souls.” 

Since the early ‘50s American 


moviegoers have become _ in- 
creasingly aware of the vibrant 
Ongoing and rich cinema outside 
Hollywood. More and more far- 
sighted distributors buy foreign 
films for American audiences with 
the hopeful idealism that their 
efforts will not go unrewarded. 
Through these imported movies, 
Americans have begun to appreci- 
ate that peculiar power of the film 
medium—to make real and im- 
mediate an alien experience. 
Foreign films gave the home 
audience a taste of another society 
and culture, at a time when there 
were few outside influences to 
leaven the pasty apple-pie of 
American entertainment. 

Today, the big cities see the 
work of hundreds of fine foreign 
directors. These films are often 
successful enough to be shown in 
college towns and even rural 
areas. However, the provinces, or 
what has become known as 
Middle America, always received 
dubbed versions rather than sub- 
titled ones. According to Peter 
Riethoff, head of Oscar Films of 
Paris, the firm which dubs 60 to 
70 films per year into English: 
“Outside of the big cities the 
people won't go to see anything 
else.” Yet witness the success of 
Curious and Z across the land 
before any dubbed versions were 
available. 

Movie enthusiasts have always 
hoped that the trend of presenting 
original-version films might spread 
to the hinterlands, but it seems 
more likely that, as the number of 
foreign films coming to America 
increases yearly, the incidence of 
dubbed versions will increase also. 

Aesthetically, and perhaps even 
pragmatically, a strong argument 
can be made that an audience is 
being cheated when seeing a 
dubbed version. When a Swedish 
director makes his Swedish movie 
in his Swedish language, it is 
obvious that he wishes to convey 
a Swedish experience. What, then, 
have we if the thing is dubbed 
with American voices ? Obviously 
a diminishment of what the film- 
maker intended. And supposedly 
it was his message that we wanted 
to experience when we went to 
see the film. 

Of course, the ideal thing would 
be to understand the language of 
every movie we see (exception: 
Bergman’s The Silence, for which 
he invented a language nobody 
understands), since sub-tities, too, 
are a distortion. Nobody, however, 
understands every language so 
we need help. With the verbal 
information gathered from sub- 
titles, the viewer can fantasize his 
own sense. and meaning to these 
unfamiliar sounds, a more advan- 
tageous position than being forced 
to submit to images of people with 
“one body and two souls,” at least 
from a purist point of view. 

It might just be worthwhile for 
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Jones—designed sensuality 


the moneymen of the motion 
picture industry to consider 
whether they could realize a 
greater profit in the long run by 
preserving the integrity of the art 
they handle. The foreign film 
audience might continue to grow 
and those already addicted remain 
so with the confidence that when 
they go to see a foreign film they 
will see just that. It would be so 
nice if the profitable thing was 
also the right thing—Leonard 
Berry. 


Dutch treat 


The 1970 Holland Festival mixed 
such diverse attractions as the 
Japanese Court Musicians from 
Tokyo, the Teatro Libero from 
Rome, the Prague Opera Com- 
pany, Merce Cunningham's Dance 
Troupe from America, and various 
assorted world premieres: al- 
together quite a showing of 
artistic muscle. Some of it was 
effective and a lot of it was un- 
fortunate, but certainly its effects 
will ripple out through the world. 
' The most exciting single event 
was the Teatro Libero’s spectacle 
Orlando Furioso. Performed, 
appropriately, in the Hague sports 
arena, it demands close attention 
by the audience. There are no 
seats, no proscenium. You stand 
or walk around while the actors 
do their respective things on 30 
moving platforms at head height. 
On their sky-high perches they 
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are forced to relate to the audience 
as individuals, eyeball to eyeball— 
explaining, exhorting, cajoling, 
competing for your attention. 
That couple on their platform at 
the other end attracts your eye so 
you wander over. Behind you a 
girl is wailing of infidelity, so you 
move through the crowd to see 
what she’s about. As you come up 
beside her platform, she catches 
your eye and suddenly you are 
caught up in her anguish, but 
soon she is moved away to 
become someone else in another 
time and in another part of the 
arena. You have been caught. 

Each actor exudes an individual 
passion, and the physical proxi- 
mity combined with the pains- 
takingly controlled bravura acting 
creates a rare involvement. With 
Orlando Furioso you are not an 
audience, you are a living part of 
the spectacle. The moving plat- 
forms become chariots, armored 
horses, flying mechanical birds, 
and you have to move quickly as 
they come rushing down the 
arena to the spot where you 
stand. 

How feeble such groups as the 
Living Theater seem by compari- 
son, with their misguided assaults 
on puritanical frontiers of no con- 
sequence. They still work from a 
stage and that is false. The 
audience still sits in seats, in an 
auditorium, and that is false. No 
audience could stand through one 
performance of Orlando Furioso 
and then be content to sit in the 
tenth row center of any play ever 
produced and feel like a partici- 
pant in the theatrical adventure. 
From now on we must-all gather 
close around Joan of Arc as she 
pleads her case and then is set 
to the torch. 

The barriers are down. The 
fourth wall has been destroyed 
forever. Orlando Furioso, which 
will be in New York this season 
and hopefully will tour the world 
before returning to Rome, has 
opened the doors to a new stan- 
dard of communication. Thank you 
Holland Festival, thank you Teatro 
Libero.—Sandy Lesberg. 
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Singing stud 


Singer Tom Jones comes on 
strong. The current darling of the 
dollies wields his large, deep and 
juicy voice like a blunt instrument. 
It breaks open a path into your 
mind. And soon it emerges that 
songs are but containers for 
Jones’ ample energies and mul- 
tiple mannerisms. Subtlety is not 
his bag. 

Carefully designed sensuality is 


the central thrust of his act. The 
man and his management leave 
little to chance. Everything from 
clothes, choreography and basic 
style to material, arrangements and 
personal attitude enhance Jones’ 
heated image. And with a well- 
produced ABC-TV series as his 
vehicle, the tall, muscular Welsh- 
man has been able to zero in onan 
enormous sampling of female 
targets and hit them dead cenier. 
To realize the extent of his 
appeal! for the ladies—from young 
to yearning—one has to see him 
in action. He’s as much a visual 
as a vocal entertainer. In the final 
portion of his TV show when he 
performs on a large stage in front 
of the band, and also in night- 
clubs, the pattern remains con- 
sistent. The light comes down. A 
self-important voice makes the 
expected announcement: “This 
IS Tom Jones!" And out bounds 
the singing stud, perfectly 
groomed, sartorially splendid, a 
beautifully-tailored tuxedo tracing 
the contours of his body. The 
band exclaims: it, too, shows 
some muscle. Then Jones runs 
through his song catalogue, each 
and every item a comment on 
love—good, bad and indifferent. 
The singer moves around the 
stage with animal facility, danc- 
ing, grinding, teasing the ladies, 
provoking them to make idiots of 
themselves in public. They dig it: 
and he obviously relishes his 
power. Often Jones moves far 
beyond what is necessary to evoke 
potent responses from the pre- 
dominantly female audience. It is 
not unusual for him to open his 
shirt in a quasi-overwrought man- 
ner and throw his tie to the hungry 
tigresses at ringside early in the 
show and, a little later, provo- 
catively fling his jacket aside, like 
a stripper in process. Smiling 
cynically and begrudgingly, the 
men look on, while Jones accepts 
adulation with just that touch of 
vulgarity that raises the tempera- 
ture of those who care. Over- 
statement, you might say. Yes, 
quite so, but acting out feeling in 
bold strokes works for him. 
Essential to Jones’ extravagant 
form of theater is musical director 
Johnnie Spence. His hip-swing- 
ing, highly contemporary scores 
provide a provocative showcase 
for the singer. Vow sounds (organ 
and guitar, for instance) are 
imaginatively integrated in the 
ultra-rhythmic big band context. 
A balance is achieved between 
yesterday and today in the charts, 
to satisfy both young listeners and 
the difficult-to-convert over-30s. 
In essence, Spence has been as 
indispensable to Jones as Nelson 
Riddle was to Sinatra in the 1950s. 
Stylistically, Jones is a sum- 
ming up of the past 20 years in 
popular music. His roots are deep 
in the black experience. One hears 
strong evidence of his interest in 


“ecstasy” singers—Ray Charles, 
the late Otis Redding, Chuck 
Berry—whose turf is the blues. 
One notes that Jones has adopted 
the “physical” presentation basic 
to a number of black performers, 
who know exactly how to milk 
and drain an audience. Because 
he compounds these influences in 
his offerings, Jones has a cur- 
rency older solo singers do not 
possess. By marrying the body 
heat of black music—its openness 
and lack of inhibition—with his 
own propensity for broad all- 
stops-out performing, the Britisher 
has tapped an enormous audience 
desirous of being hip, but not 
quite adventurous enough to go 
for the originals. 

To this recipe Jones adds the 
“legitimacy” of his color. Despite 
all the comment concerning the 
acceptance of black artists by 
white audiences, the Caucasian 
still has the edge, particularly 
when offering a distilled version of 
black music. Somehow Jones 
seems safer than James Brown 
to the majority, silent or not. 
Moreover Jones is equally at home 
with “standard” material and con- 
ventional “white” delivery. An- 
other plus. So he has it both ways, 
grabbing off those with more 
contemporary tendencies and a 
large segment of listeners who feel 
comfortable with show tunes and 
nostalgia. } 

Jones’ records express this 
dichotomy. And, of course, play- 
ing both sides of the road adds 
to this artist's record-selling poten- 
tial. His two most recent albums— 
Tom Jones: Live in Las Vegas at 
the Flamingo (London PAS 
71031) and Tom (London XPAS 
71037)—show a progressive ten- 
dency to mine contemporary black 
music, but both are leavened 
by items more accessible to con- 
servatives: “If | Ruled the World” 
and “The Impossible Dream” on 
Tom, and his two hits, “It’s Not 
Unusual” and “Delilah,” on the 
live album. 

Tom Jones rarely probes the 
inner nature of his material, as 
singers of Sinatra-Torme depth do, 
preferring to paint only in orimary 
colors and skate along on the 
surface of things. His performances, 
therefore, glitter but almost never 
glow. But it doesn’t seem to 
matter to his ever-growing audi- 
ence. As far as they're concerned, 
he makes his point—Burt Korall. 


Penthouse picks 


Sweet Baby James: James Taylor 
(Warner Bros. 1843). 

Bitches Brew: Miles Davis (Col- 
umbia GP 26). 

Ladies of the Canyon: 
Mitchell (Reprise RS 6376). 
Deja Vu: Crosby, Stills, Nash and 
Young (Atlantic SD 7200). 
Woodstock; various artists (Cotil- 
lion SD 3-500). 


Joni 


LADIES OF THE 
CANYON 


Engelbert 
Humperdinck Cash 
WE 


FOLSOM PRISON 
BLUES 


BIG YELLOW TAXI 
| WALK THE LINE 


Can METHING 
Men 
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IE MADE ME 
AYER ANPP — 


PRUE CLARK 
ADU PEULA! 
Happy Heart 
Let It Be Me 


(F 1HAD A HAMMER 
DIG ROCK AND ROLL MUSIC 
DAY IS DONE 


WINTER WORLD| 


o LOVE 


FANCY 
RAINDROPS 
KEEP FALLING 
ON MY HEAD 


LET IT BE ME 


LITTLE.GREEN APPLES 


LEMON TREE 
LEAVING ON A JET PLANE 
BLOWIN’ IN THE WIND 
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A PRESSING PROGRAM 
FOR CAMPUS REFORM 
BY AN ECONOMIST 
WHO HAS EXPERIENCED 
THE NEED FOR IT 


BY HARVEY H. SEGAL 


HERE was a time, scarcely ten 
| yee ago, when the country could 

look with hope and satisfaction on 
the beginning of a new academic year. 
It was not a golden age in which 
students were solely animated by the 
pursuit of intellectual excellence—many 
were side-tracked by sex, alcohol and 
other non-academic diverstons. Yet save 
for the sports rally that occasionally got 
out of hand the campuses were essen- 
tially tranquil, so much so that conserva- 
tive commentators used to lament the 
American student's lack of political 
awareness. But with the dramatic turn 
toward confrontation politics and cam- 
pus violence in the 1960s, the question 
now is how many lives will be lost, to 
say nothing of time, in tragedies of the 
sort that rocked the campuses last 
spring. Trouble may erupt during the 
November elections, a time when many 
universities will be closed so that their 
students may engage in political activi- 
ties. And even if violence is averted in 
November, an end to the troubles that 
have plagued the universities is no- 
where in sight. 

To understand why the campuses are 
in turmoil, it is necessary to probe 
deeply into the nature of what is some- 
times called the higher education. In 
the middle ages the university was a 
cloistered institution, a small group of 
scholars and students devoted to the 
discovery of theological truth and shield- 
ed from worldly intrusion by the willing- 


ness of feudal lords to guarantee auto- 
nomy. Unfortunately, the archaic spirit 
of the middle ages still resides in the 
university, surfacing in such vital mat- 
ters as the courses to be taught and the 
faculty's role in the governance of the 
university. It's a 1000-year-old hang- 
over that is completely inconsistent with 
the contemporary institution and causes 
no end of mischief in these waning 
decades of the 20th century. 

A glance at some numbers will dis- 
abuse anyone of the notion that higher 
education in the United States is con- 
ducted in small or cloistered institutions. 
This autumn nearly 7.5 million students 
—or better than two young people in 
every five—will attend classes on nearly 
2,500 university and college campuses. 
The cost of operating those institutions, 
some with more than 40,000 students, 
during the 1970-1 academic year will 
come to about $23 billion, a figure that 
includes outlays for salaries, services 
and new physical facilities such as 
buildings and equipment. About $15.5 
billion of that total represents expendi- 
tures for public or tax-supported univer- 
sities. The remainder is for private 
institutions, but the public-private dis- 
tinction is not so clear-cut as it would 
first appear. 

To place that $23 billion in proper 
perspective, compare it with the $40 
billion that the country is likely to spend 
on automobiles or the $31 billion that 
will go into new housing. What the 
comparison suggests is that higher 
education is a big business, that it is 
one of the major industries in the United 
States. Its uniqueness lies in the wide- 
spread misunderstanding and confusion 
about its role and functions. 

What is it that the higher education 
industry produces? Comparable ques- 
tions need not be asked about other 
industries. Detroit turns out autos and 
trucks, Madison Avenue provides varie- 
ties of advertising services. Even the 
Pentagon's role is clear so long as one 
swallows the claim that the war in 
Vietnam and the huge bundle of other 
goods and services really enhance the 
national security. The primary role of the 
university, in the rhetoric of commence- 
ment speakers, is adding to society's 
stock of pure knowledge and preserving 
the cultural heritage of western civiliza- 


tion. Thorstein Veblen, a great American 


social thinker, regarded universities as 
enclaves where the pursuit of “idle 
curiosity” by finely-honed intellects 
would lead to new discoveries. But the 
American public is not spending $23 
billion a year for such nebulous goals. 
Ours is a pecuniary culture in which the 
worth of all things is best gauged by 
the price tags that they carry. To pursue 
that pragmatic line of reasoning, the 
product that the university produces is 
the diploma, not literally a piece of 
paper, but a certificate entitling its 


bearer to a higher-than-average income 
for the whole of his working life. 

If the reasoning about valuable pieces 
of paper appears crass, consider these 
impeccably documented facts of econo- 
mic life. In 1968, the average annual 
income of family heads who completed 
four or more years of college was 
$12,288; for high school graduates it 
was $8,585. It may be protested that 
there are many fools with bachelor 
degrees, and some with master’s degrees 
and doctorates, whose lack of native 
intelligence ought to debar them from 
earning higher-than-average incomes. 
That may well be true. In a more 
rational and just society the college 
degree would be an indicator of genuine 
intellectual superiority. The fact is how- 
ever that there are people in colleges 
who don't belong there whereas many 
bright young workers ought to be in 
university classrooms rather than hold- 
ing down jobs. 

Ability rather than fulfilment of an 
arbitrary educational requirement ought 
to determine the vocational placement 
of young people. But the reality is that 
a college degree is often required before 
one can even be considered for the 
better paid or more exciting jobs. No 
matter how gifted a writer a college 
dropout may be, he is not likely to be 
hired as a copy boy by the better news- 
papers. In other lines of business, the 
high school graduate must start at the 
bottom of the pecking order. A college 
graduate who goes to work in a depart- 
ment store may begin as a buyer in 
training while his high school counter- 
part remains behind a notions counter 
or cash register. There are exceptions to 
the rule, but they are becoming rarer as 
the rules of business organization are 
hardened by bureaucracy. 

If a college degree is an effective 
claim on a higher-than-average lifetime 
income, it follows that the beneficiary, 
the degree holder, ought to bear the full 
costs of his college education. No one 
expects the general taxpayer to bear the 
cost of an-individual annuity or a lucky 
investment. But that is precisely what 
happens in higher education, where the 
tuition charged almost never covers the 
full costs of the services provided. 

Were proper account taken of the full 
costs of operating universities, tuition 
charges alone would be in the $3,000- 
to-$3,500 range. Actual fees in most 
publicly supported schools amount to 
only a fraction of that average. The 
reason is that there is a cult of “free” 
higher education, people who cling to 
the notion that tuition at state universi- 
ties must cover only a nominal propor- 
tion of the true. costs. Tuition at the 
private institutions is higher, but the 
difference between the full costs and 
those fees is made up at public expense 
in the shape of government grants and 
the tax exemption of gifts. : 
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Only those with a mystical faith in the 
reality of free lunches, of literally getting 
something for nothing, can cling to the 
arguments for nominal college tuition 
fees. There isn’t any such thing. When 
fees fail to cover the costs of operating 
universities, some one other than the 
student or his family must foot the bill, 
and in the process there is an ethically 
indefensible transfer of wealth from the 
poor to the rich. When tuition at 
Berkeley or Stony Brook is set far below 
cost, the difference must be made up by 
general funds from the California and 
New York state treasuries. Thus the 
education of middle-class students is 
subsidized from the proceeds of sales 
taxes levied on the impoverished resi- 
dents of Watts or Harlem! 

Liberal, though misguided, politicians 
have sought to offset the perverse 
transfers of wealth from the poor to the 
rich with schemes for admitting fixed 
numbers of blacks or other disadvan- 
taged groups to the universities. But 
those efforts only add to the glaring 
inefficiency and waste of the “free” 
tuition system. There is a brilliant general 
Critique of ‘free’ tuition and its con- 
sequences in the book by James M. 
Buchanan and Nicos E. Deuletoglou — 
Academia in Anarchy: An Economic 
Diagnosis (Basic Books, 1970). 

The great virtue of full-cost pricing is 
that it rations scarce services in an im- 
personal and efficient manner. Those 
who can pay get the service ; those who 
can't, don't. With ‘free’ tuition, the 
number of applicants must constantly 
exceed the available space at the 
universities, and the absence of an 
automatic pricing mechanism means 
that some applicants must be excluded 
by criteria other than talent or ability to 
pay. College enrolments have increased 
from 5.5 million in 1965 to about 7.5 
million this year. As in: other industries, 
the steep rise in demand has pushed 
costs up sharply. Yet there has been no 
comparable rise in tuition, especially at 
the state-supported institutions. 

In addition to the waste and_ in- 
efficiency, the failure to set tuition at 
realistic levels has encouraged the dis- 
ruptions that are paralyzing university 
life. Last May, following the invasion of 
Cambodia and the death of four 
students at Kent State, more than a third 
of the universities (with substantially 
more than a third of all students) closed 
for the remainder of the semester. The 
cost of that strike in terms of income lost 
through the delay. in winning degrees 
and the failure to utilize the services of 
faculties, whose salaries continued, 
must be reckoned in billions of dollars. 
Those losses might not have been in- 
curred at all if the students or their 
families were paying the full costs. 

Had tuition covered full costs, any 
disruption of university routine would 
be regarded by many as a form of 
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larceny. Efforts to close down the 
universities would have been treated 
as comparable to pocket-picking or car 
theft. The offenders would have been 
punished by a large majority of irate 
students. But the property rights in- 
herent in a university education will find 
no stalwart defenders so long as the 
principal cost burden is borne by people 
who do not directly benefit from it. 

If some universities are coming to 
resemble famous battlefields and others 
wall-less insane asylums, much of the 
blame rests squarely with the faculties. 
Faculty membership in the “university 
community”, as it is now coming to be 
called by the political militants and their 
misguided collaborators, carries with it 
abundant prerogatives and few respon- 
sibilities. By invoking authority rooted 
in ancient tradition, faculties indulge 
personal tastes, whims and biases in 
deciding what shall and shall not be 
taught. Anyone who has had the mis- 
fortune to sit on a faculty committee that 
considers new courses knows how 
deeply resistance to change runs in the 
sclerotic arteries of Academe. Many of 
the students and junior faculty militants 
who demand new and more ‘relevant’ 
courses have solid reasons for com- 
plaint. The trouble is that they would 
replace hidebound tradition with the 
equally nonsensical rhetoric of revolu- 
tion. 

The power of the senior faculty 
derives from the quaint institution of 
lifetime tenure in academic employ- 
ment, a rule by which a faculty member 
cannot be dismissed, save for acts which 
stop little short of deliberate homicide, 
once he has served for a specified 
period. Nothing can be more deleterious 
to incentive, initiative or intellectual 
imagination than such unlimited secu- 
rity of tenure. It was originally devised 
to protect faculty members from the 
threat of arbitrary political attack, but 
the outcome only proves that the path 
to hell is paved with good intentions. 
Under the tenure rule, little can be done 
about the man who attains the rank of 
full professor at age 40 and ceases to 
make any mental or physical exertion 
for the next 28 years. In periods of in- 
flation he may be forced to move to 
another school or resume work by 
threat of freezing his income. But with 
the trend toward cost-of-living adjust- 
ments, prospects for countering the 
dead hand of tenure grow dim. 

A defense of sorts might be contrived 
for tenure if academic salaries were no 
higher than those earned by most 
employees of state and local govern- 
ments. But the fact, often overlooked, is 
that effective academic salaries are quite 
high. The full professor, who might be 
paid $20,000 by the university for 
teaching two courses during a 34-week 
academic ‘‘year’’, is getting a full salary 
for work that should not consume more 


than 40 per cent of a normal work week. 
Therefore, those academics with market- 
able skills can greatly supplement if not 
match their university salaries. Those 
without skills are blessed by an abun- 
dance of leisure. 

Academic rank carries other per- 
quisites whose cash value is readily 
calculable. Full professors often use 
state and federal grant money to research 
and type textbooks for commercial 
publishers who pay handsome ad- 
vances against royalties. Many agencies 
of the Federal Government insist on 
taking title to all work which they 
finance. That salutary rule too seldom 
affects academics. 

Privilege invariably evokes the envy 
of the excluded. The junior faculty 
member who earns $12,000 a year for 
teaching nine hours a week resents his 
senior colleague who gets $20,000 for 
teaching only six. Hence the junior 
faculty syndrome, a manifestation of 
paranoia that is one of the most im- 
portant and neglected elements in the 
wave of violence on the campuses. 
Every report on campus unrest empha- 
sizes the role of the junior faculty— 
instructors, assistant professors and 
sometimes associate professors—in 
fomenting and participating in student 
demonstrations. But what they fail to 
observe is the degree to which puta- 
tively idealistic young people can be 
moved by the pecuniary considerations 
that animate their elders. More revolting 
than revolutionary, the militant junior 
faculty generates and manipulates 
student discontent by demanding cur- 
riculum changes and greater “‘parti- 
cipatory democracy” in the governance 
of the university. The junior militants 
enthusiastically embrace the concept of 
“communitarianism,’’ a belief in a natural 
affinity of interests that embraces both 
students and faculty in striving for the 
common good. But their rhetoric rests 
on an underpinning of narrow trade- 
union motives. 

It is hardly a coincidence that much 
of the campus violence is in response to 
dismissals of junior faculty members 
who have not yet attained the grace of 
tenure. A young man with few profes- 
sional attainments and an unpreposses- 
sing personality is reluctant to trust his 
luck in the competitive job market. He 
is therefore obsessed by fear of being 
sacked. Such forebodings explain much 
of the difficulty at the University of 
Massachusetts in Boston and other new 
institutions where there is a prepon- 
derance of junior faculty. At U Mass- 
Boston, the faculty came within a hair's 
breadth of voting a moratorium on dis- 
missals for any reason whatever. That 
sentiment—together with the avowed 
program of the teachers’ union in the 
City University of New York—would 
initiate the granting of instant tenure, an 
arrangement under which a young 
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WHEN GOVERNMENTS TAKE TO DESIGNING SAFER CARS THEY OVERLOOK 
THE MOST UNRELIABLE PART ABOARD: THE NUT BEHIND THE WHEEL... 


BY STRUNK MNOS 


F present trends continue, the cars of 
tomorrow will be designed not in 
Detroit or Coventry, but in White- 

hall or the White House. In case you 
hadn't noticed, governments have 
moved in and are trying to dictate to car 
manufacturers their own requirements 
for design and performance. It’s all 
being done in the name of safety, and 
some of the legislation is admirable. 
But | believe some of the intervention is 
misguided and could even be harmful. 

For almost as long.as cars have been 

made, governments have laid down 
basic rules controlling their construc- 
tion and use, but until recently these 
have not inhibited designers much. 
The current world-wide mood of safety- 
consciousness dates from the publica- 
tion in the United States of Ralph 
Nader's controversial book Unsafe at 
any speed, which sought to expose 
weaknesses of American cars in general 
and the Chevrolet Corvair in particular. 
The book earned Nader acclaim by all 
those who saw it as a means for 
indulging in the national. pastime of 
suing someone for a million dollars (by 
claiming that their road accident was 
caused by design weakness, not driving 
incompetence). At the same time it 
earned the scorn of Detroit, who con- 
demned Nader as a publicity-seeking 
rabble-rouser. Whatever good or harm 
Nader did for the automobile industry 
and the car-buying public, he provided 
a beanfeast for lawyers, who were kept 
busy (and rich) for many months after 
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the publication of his book preparing 
and fighting lawsuits. The majority of 
these, incidentally, came to nothing. 

It was, | suppose, inevitable that 
Nader should choose to concentrate 
his attack on General Motors, for GM— 
the largest component of the world’s 
automobile industries—represented the 
establishment, and when you “knock” 
you usually have a go at the establish- 
ment! It also happened that in the 
Corvair GM had a particularly vulner- 
able target for Nader, for this was a rear- 
engined car with handling characteri- 
stics strikingly different from those of the 
typical Detroit-built barge. At one point 
| was called on to give my views about 
the handling qualities of this car, which 
| did to the best of my ability. The 
Corvair was then being lambasted by 
Nader and his supporters as a lethal 
weapon. This in my opinion was both 
unfair and untrue. It is correct to say 
that it could be a difficult vehicle for 
many people to drive if pushed to their 
limit. | would point out here that the 
lateral acceleration of the Corvair was 
particularly high, though this does not 
mean it was easy to utilize. Yet in many 
respects it handled better than most 
American cars, providing you drove it 
with a reasonable measure of skill. The 
trouble was that it did oversteer, 
whereas most cars tend to understeer, 
and in certain conditions the rear end 
could be made to break away. 

It became obvious during all the 
court cases involving the car that the 


average American driver is incapable of 
coping with a tail slide, or even of 
identifying a condition in which this 
might occur. Americans may learn to 
drive when they are still at school, but 
most of them never learn to develop the 
skill of car control found in Europe. 
Perhaps, therefore, the Corvair was the 
right car for the wrong market. It cer- 
tainly handled better than several cars 
| could name from Europe which have 
sold in far greater numbers than the 
Corvair without their manufacturers 
having to rush into court to defend 
their integrity. 

| am still not sure what motivated 
Nader. In some ways | think he was a 
crusader, for undoubtedly he felt 
strongly about the shortcomings of 
certain vehicles, and decided that some- 
one had to do something about it. One 
must admire him for this, and agree with 
his motives if they were as simple as 
this. But like so many crusaders, | think 
he became carried away by it all and 
lost his sense of proportion. He used a 
cannon to kill a fly. 

Still, as he turned his back on the 
automobile industry and went into 
sausages and things, he left a climate of 
public opinion which accepted that all 
was not perfect in the modern motorcar; 
a climate in which the United States 
government was quick to act. And a lot 
of the recent safety legislation is a good 
thing. It is right that cars should be 
subjected to impact tests which leave 
the passenger's compartment intact. It 
is also right that cars should be equipped 
with safety harness, especially for the 
front seats (and | would like to see a 
minimum of lao-and-diagonal harness). 
It is right that potentially lethal pro- 
truberances should be eliminated from 
the passenger compartments, though 
| think this “safetyizing’’ of cockpits has 
been overdone. My own _ country, 
Britain, should follow the lead of many 
other countries in demanding larninated 
windscreens. | am also greatly in favor 
of collapsible steering columns, and 
any other features which can remove a 
serious hazard in an accident condition 
without creating any further problems 
of its own. 

What | think is regrettable is that the 
major effort in framing safety legisla- 
tion has gone into ensuring that the car 
will prove to be a reasonably protective 
container in an accident, rather than 


.into demanding standards of braking, 


steering and controllability which would 
do so much to minimize the number of 
accidents. Few will argue that, whereas 
American manufacturers have led the 
world in certain areas of car design, 
such as low noise levels, long engine 
life, efficient air-conditioning, auto- 
matic mechanisms, and all-round value 
for money, they have lagged in some 
of the vitally important (if less saleable) 
items, such as braking and_ steering 


CONTINUED ON PAGE 95 


[ng 
You can = 
feel how 
good 
itlooks. © N 


Absolutely not the shirt for a conformist. CREIGHTON SHIRTMAKERS, REIDSVILLE, N.C. 


© e..8, 


USTRATED BY GRAHAM 


¥ 


\ 


an exclusive extract from the novel Doctor 
Cobb's Game, rated Bernard Geis’s biggest’ 
book since Valley of the Dolls. 70 be publish 
this month, it received.a $200,000 guéerantee 
for paperback rights from Ban tam. « 


ne of Michael Cobb's finest drawings shows Ursula 
Drake playing her cello. It is a silverpoint on gesso 
polished as smooth as marble, about two-and-a-half 
feet high and 18 inches wide, framed in a gilt wooden 
frame with a tan linen liner that Michael found in a Chelsea 
shop. It will never hang in any of the great museums. 
Michael's extraordinary skills made him no place in art 
history. But it is now in a collection, intended someday to be 
open to the public atlarge. After the notoriety has all faded. 
lronically, considering all Ursula meant to do andall she 
took part in for the sake of liberty and sex, the girl that 
Michael drew is totally virginal. A clean, lovely English girl 
who could wash off the stains of experience as easily as she 
could wash the lovely skin of her face. Ursula’s skin... it 
leads one to speculation. Well, it would take a toothmark like 
any other girl’s if some cavalier bit her shoulder to prove how 
sharp-his prick was. (One man told her this was why he bit!) 
Such a different skin from Cecile’s. Cecile’s with the slight, 
persistent marks of acne under the makeup, like an etching 
plate bitten with acid. It makes you think the rich have a 
different skin than the poor. Maybe it hints at why Ursula 
never learned from Michael the ultimate secrets that Cecile 
did. She listened as she listened to music. What she heard did 
not mark her. It was too easy, after all, to wash it off her skin. 
She adored Michael and tried to be like him—profligate, 
gay, energetic, inventive, generous. On a weekend in Den- 
mark she met a Russian movie star, Eugene Latvin. She wrote: 

He is absolutely humorless and conceited. Wanted right 
off to know if | had seen any of his pictures. | had, happily. 
But he has every right to conceit. He is huge and as beauti- 
ful as the last rose of summer. He has something to do with 
the Russian cultural-exchange program or whatever they 
call it in their lovely incomprehensible jargon. He talks 
incessantly about my coming to Moscow to study. | counter 
by saying | have an artist friend who wants to come there 
very much. Can he arrange it ? If he comes to London, you 
must look him up. 

Then just before she was due to return: 

I've met yet another American. They are everywhere, as 
the Germans used to be. I’ve not only met him, but have 
been sleeping with him this week. It is a privilege to com- 
pare the Russian and the American in this way. The Cold 
War waged in a warm and (| trust) cozy place. | feel as if the 
cunt, after all, is an ideal theater to demonstrate coexistence. 

The American wants, already, to marry me, but | am not 
even seriously considering it. I’ve told him about you. 
When he didn’t seem to understand our close—open—rela- 
tionship | said, “Oh, Michael and | are like brother and 
sister.” He is only more confused by such explanations. | 
would dare not tell Latvin at all. The Russians are so old- 
fashioned. 

At any rate, we aren't like brother and sister, quite, are 
we ? We're lovers, though perhaps we are strange lovers at 
that. We're a very mod version of Heloise and Abelard. | 
owe you everything for what you've taught me. 

Speaking of which, | taught the Russian, Latvin, the ‘‘peg 
position” that you learned from some lady and passed on to 
me. He thought it very thrilling—but disapproved each 
time after we had done it. (Twice.) He grumbled that | had 
debauched him. Who can understand the Russians ? Thee ? 

Darling, you aren’t angry that | have been playing at 
international harmony, are you ? | thought about not telling 
you until | returned. | decided all you wanted from me was 
candor. And you've got it ! You've taught me life and bodies 
are so glorious. | will be home per schedule and give you 
all of mine. (Nothing Is missing from it in spite of rough 
usage by both Cold Warriors.) 

Thine, 
Ursula. 


Thus, easily, she gave him his friendship with EugeneLatvin. 
When Latvin came to London that winter, she moved from 
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Michael's back to her own flat in Bloomsbury. For six weeks 
she was Latvin’s—as far as he ever knew. Michael was only 
one of the glittering Londoners she introduced the Russian to. 
Michael's individual charm and generosity as a guide made 
the two men close friends before the film star was sent, in 
line of duty, to India, Egypt, and then Italy. 

Ursula had “family.” Scads of it. She had been free from 
girlhood to sort out the personalities and traits of her relatives 
that she could draw on, as from a big bank account, to invest 
in a life that had so far cost her little. Probably from a cousin 
her own age she had heard of a great uncle who was sup- 
posed to have said: “| value naught in a woman but can she 
keep it up for me. It matters little how. But her who cannot 
keep it up, | will leave, whatever the circumstance.” Because 
she could afford to, Ursula cherished this as a motto In her 
relations with Michael. It seemed so large-spirited. It was a 
justification for not trying to hold Michael on a short leash. He 
needed many people to furnish his life. 

This attitude explained her position toward his search for 
“like-minded people.” Sooner or later she knew all about 
them. She was more amused and fascinated than repelled. It 
was her peep into the lower depths. Another entertainment, 
really, provided by Michael. In this phase of their affair, he 
would go from a healthy session with Ursula to those he was 
contacting through personal ads in badly printed magazines 
sold in Soho alleys. 


L165 Enthusiastic bondage couple 29/30, both advanced in all tech- 
niques of restriction and domination, wish to meet all others that share 
interests. We own our own home. Can travel. (PRESTON/LANCS.) 


es, the Collenders—Vic and Janine—owned their own 

home. It was one of 24 row houses in a formerly suburban 
part of Preston. There was a tiny rose garden in front and a 
neighbor child’s trike lying askew their front step when 
Michael arrived from London by night. Vic was a soccer 
enthusiast. Janine was wearing an old RAF pilot suit, and her 
hair was pulled back from her temples to a tight knot on her 
nape. A large vein throbbed in the middle of her forehead. She 
chain-smoked while they sat at the kitchen table talking 
soccer scores. She explained that it was best to leave the 
blinds up in the parlor‘on such occasions, drawing them in the 
kitchen and covering the basement windows with paste- 
board. 

Vic said, ‘Shall we get on with it, then ? How’s for tying old 
Jan up first, Mike, me boy ?” 
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L143 Submissive widow 30 dreams of meeting dominant man 50-60. 
The more masterful the better. No gentle person need apply. Frank 
detailed letter, please, also photo. (HASTINGS.) 


Barbara Minetree’s husband. had deserted her for the 
neighbor's daughter who worked at the corner delicatessen. 
While being beaten with the flat board she provided—and 
which she insisted Michael initial below the initials of others 
who had wielded it—she kept calling her husband's name. He 
did not come, though someone in another flat banged on the 
waterpipes when she screamed. There were stains on the 
board that might have been blood stains. 


NO9835 Couple interested in do-it-yourself methods would like to meet 
for demonstration. (ESSEX). 


Ethel and Cleave Ollencarter seemed to believe that Michael 
was a representative of the police. Ethel spoke to him for a 
long time on the phone. When he came to their cottage near 
Braintree, they let him in and sat with him for an hour without 
giving any sign of knowing why he had come. When he 
brought the matter up with graduated hints, they threatened 
to sue him for gaining admission under false pretenses. Then 
Ethel phoned again. And again. 


FRO71 Experienced, well-equipped male wanted by husband for his 
19-year-old wife. Hoping to teach her the thrill of taking part in three- 
somes. (HUNTINGDON.) 


Caroline Belzoten had married above herself. She would 
agree to go upstairs with her talkative, leering husband and 
Michael, but she insisted on undressing in the dark. After- 
ward she sobbed and said: “‘I’vé done it. I’ve done it now and 
you think you've got some hold over me. But | won't again. 
You made me do it so | wouldn't object to your going out and 
on the drink. | know that. But | shall. It doesn’t change any- 
thing. A marriage is a marriage. It doesn't change that.” 


H° told Ursula about his excursions. Some of them. Some 
of them made her laugh genuinely. At the rest she laughed 
gamely. Sometimes quizzically—trying to grasp what he might 
be after in such extremes. During the time he played her Ethel 
Ollencarter’s tape made from the telephone, Ursula giggled 
Only—there was a catch in her breath and a half-frightened 
shine in her eyes at the mechanical moans of climax. 

“Isn'tshe ascream ?” she demanded. ‘‘Eerie. It’s like hearing 
a voice coming from... fromthe moon.” 

“Exactly,”’ Michael said. 

At the burnt-out end of a foggy, smoky Sunday, Michael 
was driving Ursula back to London from a visit to her 
mother’s home in Bucks. The traffic on the carriageway was 
not heavy, but they fell in behind some lorries. There was a 
constant stream of muddy water on their windscreen from the 
big tires. A monotonous hum of tires on the wet road. 

“God, |'m tired,” Ursula said. 

Her restlessness burned at Michael like an anguish of his 
own. He wanted to give her something as great as her name- 
less hunger. Feeling old, he wanted at least to teach her how 
to accept the great thing when and if it came into her life. He 
hit on a line of lightweight gossip. It pleased him to see her 
mood lighten as he talked. It was not enough. 

They were coming into London proper now. Paddington 
Station was just ahead on their left. They would be at his flat 
in ten minutes or less. They would take hot baths. They would 
talk more—like married people in spite of themselves. 

Then, just beyond Paddington he saw the woman on the 
sidewalk as they passed. Under a streetlamp in the downdrift 
of whitish mist he saw a whore in a belted leather coat 
leaning against a lamp post. A broad-brimmed hat covered 
her features, but in its shadow he saw the hot glow of her 
cigarette—one red eye—as she sucked on it. 

“Where are you going, love ?”’ Ursula asked him. 

“Circling the block.” 

When he came even with the whore again, he stopped the 


car. He leaned across Ursula, opened the door, and called, 
CONTINUED ON PAGE 86 
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PENTHOUSE INTERVIEW . 


KINGSLEY AMIS 


Tagged as the initiator of the decade of the Angry Young 
Men, Kingsley Amis—who says Lucky Jim wasn't angry— 
combines the roles of successful novelist, literary scholar, 
jazz critic and science fiction authority. Once identified as a 
political leftist, he has in recent years emerged as a relentless 
anti-Communist and resourceful champion of American 
foreign policy—bringing down on his head a rain of outrage 
and insult from radicals who thought he was one of them. 
Formerly a professor of English he is now a full-time author, 
and was assigned to write a James Bond adventure, Co/one/ 
Sun, in a publishing bid to preserve the late lan Fleming's 
hero. This summer saw the publication in the U.S. of Amis’s 
latest novel The Green Man, which he describes as a ghost 
story, explaining that “Novelists ought to extend their range 
a bit, and be alert to the danger of writing the same book 
twice.” Eventually he hopes to write a detective story and a 
science fiction novel. In this exclusive Penthouse interview, 
conducted in London by U.K. editorial director Harry 
Fieldhouse, Amis ranges over student protest, literary 
attitudes, sexual permissiveness, the appeal of Communism, 
and racial tolerance. In a section of unusual interest, 
American readers can savor the rare experience of “over- 
hearing’ two Englishmen discussing, with understanding, 


Penthouse: Though you deny ever being an 
angry youg man, your name is so associated 
with that ‘50s form of youthful protest that the 
first question put to you must be: how do you 
feel towards the present wave of youthful revolt 
against most aspects of authority ? 

Amis: | think the young seem to exhibit the 
same qualities as their elders have generally 
‘exhibited—apathy, unquestioning idealism, dis- 
inclination to pursue any subject beyond its 
surface, mental laziness. So, putting it kindly, | 
am opposed to nearly all forms of youthful 
militancy. Let me outline some of the reasons. 
To a student militant in the West i would say: 
Compare yourself, if you will, with what hap- 
pens to a militant in a really nasty country. Not 
the nasty country you think you're living in, like 
Britain or the US, but a country like Russia 
where you turn up on Red Square with your 
Pamphlets and your posters and within half a 
minute you're seized by the secret police and 
taken off God knows where. There’s a lot of talk 
about youthful sincerity. | think that the young 
are no more or no less sincere than their elders, 
and never have been and never will be. If 


interested in oppression, 


you're sincerely 
tyranny, equality and the rest of it, this should 
accompany a burning desire to find out the 
facts. And if one investigates or even super- 
ficially inspects the facts, one finds that, on the 
whole, left-wing regimes are in practice far 


more tyrannical than right-wing regimes. 
Nevertheless, by some mysterious process of 
illusion or self-deception, or idealism, or under- 
ground pressure, the tar&4ts of student militancy 
always turn out to be a fairly exact list of 
Moscow’s enemies. If one’s looking around for 
an oppressive regime, one can’t but fix on the 
USSR, and if one’s looking around for oppres- 
sive action, the Soviet invasion of Czecho- 
slovakia surely stands high, much higher than 
the activities of the colonels in Greece, which 
| also deplore. | finally lost the remnants of my 
respect for youthful militant sincerity and 
idealism the day after a large anti-American/ 
Vietnamese policy demonstration in London 
when | found that, at the lowest count, 50,000 
people had tried to break into Grosvenor 
Square, round the American Embassy, in order 
to break its windows and so on. Yet the same 


why so many Europeans are anti-American. 


ee 


| finally lost my respect for youthful militant idealism 
the day 50,000 London demonstrators tried to 
break into the American embassy in protest over 
Vietnam, while the same evening just seven people 
demonstrated at the Soviet embassy against 
the invasion of Czechoslovakia 
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evening, just seven people had grouped to 
demonstrate outside the Russian Embassy in 
London to protest against the Soviet invasion 
of Czechoslovakia. Sincerity and idealism need 
to go with curiosity, desire to be informed. 
Nobody who really wanted to know could 
miss the essential disparity here. 

Penthouse: Could it be that the disparity in 
general is due to the fact that Russian excesses 
are less known than the realities of the West ? 
Amis: Yes, | think it could be, and here we have 
to blame news commentators, journalists and 
television men. Details about the Cuban regime 
for example are very il! known in the West— 
I can find out:much more about what's happen- 
ing in Greec’} or Spain by picking up my news- 
paper than | can ever find out about Cuba. 
Certain facts do filter through from time to time 
and then one sees the absurd contradiction 
between one set of ideals held by the militant 
student and another set. The penalty for posses- 
sion of marijuana in Cuba is 30 years’ imprison- 
ment. The very people who are angry about 
US treatment of Cuba and passionate about 
Castro’s wonderful reforms are those who 
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smoke pot and/or press for its legalization. 
They get frightfully angry when some youthful 
offender in Britain or the US receives some 
minor sentence for the same thing. 
Penthouse: In the States, where the color 
situation makes the problem more acute, there 
seems to be a genuine expectation by many 
radicals of some form of revolution, never 
articulated. Do you think that that is a likely 
outcome in the long run, or do you see the 
present eruptions subsiding, like so many in the 
past ? ‘ 

Amis: | was in Nashville, Tennessee, during 
late 1967 and early ‘68, and those four and a 
half months gave me an insight into the horrible 
depth and complexity of the racial problem in 
the US. | feel perhaps optimistic that there is a 
good deal of hope outside the geographic 
South, but | can see none there. If | were a 
Negro in the South | feel sure | would simply 
leave. Speaking now from a long way away, 
| see a danger in that the blacks’ position in the 
US is so much weaker than the whites’. There 
are far fewer of them and they’re far less well 
equipped and armed. If it comes, as it might, to 
an explosion, | can imagine a real bloodbath in 
which the white establishment, the predomin- 
antly white government and administration, 
would be bound to emerge victoriously. The 
Negroes may have bombs, rifles and sub- 
machine guns but they haven't got tanks, 
artillery and aircraft. So | think that extremist 
black leaders are foolish to talk about force. If 
they are not working for purely personal motives 
of power seeking, they could do much better 
to concentrate on reform because so many 
white Americans have a bad conscience about 
the Negroes—partly rightly—and are really 
anxious to help. The other side of the picture 
is that I'm disturbed at the ‘liberal guilt feelings’ 
displayed by so many people—university 
administrators and government officials—in 
dealing with black violence. | heard recently of 
a working luncheon in New York given by a 
local government body, and it was totally dis- 
rupted by the entrance of two Negroes with a 
bullhorn who asked, “What sight have you 
people to dictate how all the rest of us should 
live 2” No kind of persuasion to withdraw was 
put forward by the people holding this 
luncheon, which then broke up. So no 
luncheon. No meeting. Simply because two 
people gatecrashed and set about disturbing 
the peace, as it would have been described 
later if these people had been white. But if they 
had been white they would have been removed 
without any trouble by the hotel servants, | 
imagine. The organizers were scared of pro- 
voking a “racial” situation. 

Penthouse: So you think that law and order 
is becoming discriminatory in favor of the 
underdogs ? 

Amis: Yes, | think that’s so, anid | can well 
understand these feelings, but cqincession has 
got to stop some time. | would rather conces- 
sion stopped earlier than later,: because if it 
stops late it will stop, us | was sayijng, with tanks 
and aircraft. I'd rather have jail seMtences. 
Penthouse: It’s often said that radsical change 
must come because in the long run§the would- 
be young revolutionaries of today/will be the 
elders of tomonew As you yourself are an 
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@ Reason looks as though 
it’s in retreat, but then nonsense 
always heavily outnumbers 
sense. Sense still seems to 
come through, though @ 


example of outlook changing with the passage 
of time, do you see any force in that argument ? 
Amis: What happens tomorrow, | believe, is 
overwhelmingly what's happening today. | 
can't believe that a movement, very much con- 
fined to a middle-class intellectual minority, 
can possibly take hold, except in a rickety, 
corruption-eroded regime like that of Czarist 
Russia in 1917. The only way in which there 
could be a complete upheaval in a country like 
England or the US would be via defeat in war. 
Then you would get an imposed revolution. 
But the basic feeling among ordinary people in 
the West is overwhelmingly conservative and 
defensive, anxious to preserve its way of life 
when pushed to a point where that way of life 
is threatened. 

Penthouse: You had a perceptive phrase in an 
article about your changed politics when you 
wrote of “the peculiar attraction of leftist 
causes because of their unique sensation of 
swimming with and against the tide at the same 
time, of being both rebel and conformist.”” Do 
you think this attraction is a mainspring of 
youthful protest, a generation’s own con- 
formism ? 

Amis: Yes, somebody coined the phrase some 
years ago ‘Protest, the new conformity.” | can 
well understand that—it’s very exciting to go 
off and demonstrate. | used to do it myself in a 
mild way years ago. You're embattled, sur- 
rounded by people who feel as you do, and 
surrounded by girls, and it’s a way of being 
brave without any real fear of the consequences. 
You may, on a bad day, get arrested, but that’s 
a feather in your cap anyway. You may even 
get hit over the head with a police baton but 
everybody will be sympathetic. Going back to 
what | was saying about people who demon- 
strate in Russia, this is all 1000 miles away from 
any real danger, and so you're taking part in a 
war in which all the ammunition is blank. Or 
nearly all. | see the Kent University shooting as 
a tragic exception, intended by neither side. 
Penthouse: Dr, Noam, Chomsky, the MIT 
professor, has spoken #f a trend to “totalitarian 
democracy,’ as he called it, with nominal free 
speech but no real say in the decision-making. 
There's a real dilemma here, isn't there, but do 
you think it feasible to demand an individual 
part in political decisions beyond choosing a 
representative ? 

Amis: To start with, it’s A caricature of a 
democracy to say that the only time in which 
the citizen can exert pressure or make his voice 
heard is during an election. This is no doubt the 
most important time, but there’s an_ intinite 
number of channels by which he can pressure 
the administration. Writing to his representa- 
tive, lobbying, writing letters to the news- 
papers, organizing political groups, or of course 


a peaceful demonstration, are all ways of doing 
this. No, | think that democracy is still very 
much alive in the West. To talk about a sort of 
imposed consensus is rubbish—l mean, here 
we are witnessing a tremendous upsurge of 
questioning of what democracy can do, what it 
ought to do, what politicians ought to do, all to 
an unprecedented degree. So to talk about 
democracy being dead is contrary to the facts. 
Penthouse: As a former literary professor, 
would you agree that one of the most disturbing 
trends of the times is what might be called the 
cult of obscurity, of which the writings of 
Marcuse and McLuhan serve as examples. 
Going farther, do you think there is truth in the 
assertion that reason is in retreat ? 
Amis: Reason /ooks as though it's in retreat 
and, contemplating the absurdities perpetrated 
by supposed artists in painting, sculpture, litera- 
ture, one might feel justified in being pessimi- 
stic. Nevertheless, | think this is where being an 
ex-literary professor may help me, for | have 
had to look at the huge heaps of nonsense that 
ordinary straightforward literature has had to 
struggle through in its time. Yet it has still 
emerged and kept going. Nonsense always 
heavily outnumbers sense, but sense still seems 
to come through. 
Penthouse: The triumph of sense over non- 
sense is presumably how you would describe 
your own changed views. Not only have you 
recanted left-wing politics but you've also come 
out publicly against the anti-Americanism that 
so commonly accompanies it. Are both atti- 
tudes part of the same development, or have you 
always been sympathetic to the United States ? 
Amis: Not really. US culture of various kinds 
was deeply planted in me before | was aware, 
really, that it was American—films, jazz, science 
fiction, things of that sort—and | was, as it were, 
a 20 per cent Americanized child. But when | 
went to the States for the first time in 1958 | had 
in my mind the usual vaguely left-of-center 
British suspicion. It’s hard to point to anything 
tangible. When | got there | realized | was quite 
wrong. Having survived the four-hour tussle in 
the Customs shed in New York—which ful- 
filled all my expectations—I came out and looked 
at the place and came across, for example, the 
courtesy of the ordinary New Yorkers, and | 
thought “This is all right. This is my plage. This 
is my second home.” Immediately. It brought 
a lot of things into focus for me, going there. It 
helped to dispose of the last vestiges of my 
kind, any kind, of Left orientation. ( 
During L.B.J.’s presidency it became so clear 


that the anti-American motive and the fellow- | 


traveling motive are linked. It seemed to me 
clear what Communism was, and clear that that 
was what the Americans were fighting in Viet- 
nam mostly, despite all the mismanagement. 
So that one cannot but be pro-American or anti- 
American very strongly, in the same way as one 
is either anti-Communist or — with all sorts 
of degrees of emphasis — pro-Communist. 
Communism is what the Americans are 
fighting most/y, but | think that it’s partly a 
confused issue. What North Vietnam is doing 
does have some of the characteristics of a war 
of national liberation, and what the Americans 
are doing has some of the characteristics of a 
colonialist power trying to maintain a foothold 
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in a continent which doesn’t belong to them. 
That is admitted. But the main thing is not that. 
The main thing is democracy versus Commu- 
nism, as | see it. 

Penthouse: Then, do you think anti-Ameri- 
canism in Britain and Europe is a political 
attitude—a Leftist phenomenon—or do you 
think it’s emotional, cutting across party ? 
Amis: Somebody said that conservatives are 
pro-American in general but anti-American in 
particular. You've heard this one. And the Left 
are the other way round: anti-American but 
pro-Americans. | don't know whether there's 
anything in that, but of course there is a Tory 
kind of anti-Americanism, based on—what shall 
we say ?—disappointed imperialism. 
Penthouse: Wasn't there the same vague 
hostility, perhaps just xenophobia, long before 
the country supplanted Britain in world 
leadership ? 

Amis: Yes, but it wasn‘t so important until the 
crunch came, or was revealed as having come, 
in about 1945. 

Penthouse: You don’t think the crunch has 
simply heightened a feeling that was always 
present in Britain ? 

Amis: Taking the British attitude to non-British 
people as a whole, there’s always a certain 
suspicion, but | would say that Americans have 
come off best because, you know, they’re con- 
sidered only half-foreign. The shared language 
is important obviously. 

Penthouse: As for the emotional content of 
anti-Americanism, would it be fair to say that in 
the past there has been a tangible basis for it— 
American boastfulness, obsession with bigness, 
preoccupation with money and so on? These 
are clichés, but weren't they true at one time ? 
Amis: Perfectly true, but the vast majority of 
the British people have little acquaintance with 
that at first hand. American vulgarity, concen- 
tration on the fast buck, and American violence 
too—they’re something that 98 per cent, shall 
we say, of Europeans haven’t encountered. 
Penthouse: Not through fiction and films ? 
Amis: Well, through fiction, yes, and films and 
TV shows, | suppose. But it’s a little Puritanical 
and not easily defensible to despise from afar. 
Penthouse: So far as American characteristics 
have contributed to the feelings that some hold 
about them in England do you think there’s any 
particular irritant you could pinpoint ? 

Amis: Nationalism. The American habit of 
taking credit for everything. I’m sure that almost 
every American is unaware, for example, that 
radar is a British invention; that it was a British 
doctor who discovered penicillin. | think more 
harm is done to feelings about Americans in 
England than anything else by films about 
World War | or Il that pay no heed to at least 
the presence of British forces in certain cam- 
‘paigns. This irritates me profoundly. | regard 
myself as pro-American, but I’m anti-American 
for 24 hours after Rat Patro/ on television, where 
apparently Rommel was defeated by Americans 
in North Africa. And there's that case, which still 
sticks in my mind, where Errol Flynn fought the 
Japanese on his own in Burma. 

Penthouse: Yes, Objective Burma. But isn’t 
that just because the Americans happen to be 
the people who are making the films ? And don't 
the British also claim all sorts of inventions 


@ I'd say the American 
habit of taking credit for 
everything is the worst irritant to 
other peoples. It’s nationalism on 
such an absurd level@ 


which Americans invented ? 

Amis: I'm not saying this is logical at all. But 
somehow it’s such an absurd level of national- 
ism. Look at the propaganda effort to get 
Gershwin, who did write some good tunes, 
thought of as an important composer. It’s part 
of American cultural nationalism. Americans 
feel they are a great nation—and they are—so 
they have to scrape up a great culture from 
somewhere. | meet this in my field. U.S. writers 
are very good at the literary fringes—detective 
stories, science fiction, horror stories, and no 
doubt Westerns (though | don’t read those) — 
but they're not often so good at the straight 
novel. Same with poetry. But they put over not 
only their living writers as great, but all the 
dead ones too—terrible bores like Nathaniel 
Hawthorne, and good though minor authors 
like Mark Twain. 

Penthouse: Has there ever been a time when 
you felt that anti-Americanism in Europe was 
receding? American handouts to nations in 
difficulties were on an unprecedentedly Javish 
scale and yet seem to have been regarded as 
interference. 

Amis: Yes, for largely idealistic reasons the 
U.S. handed out these millions and millions of 
dollars to people, and most of them are busy 
sinking their teeth into the hand that fed them. 
But | must tell you about a friend of mine, 
violently Socialist and anti-American, who went 
to Paris and saw a little man carrying under his 
arm an anti-American banner of some sort. He 
exploded with rage to me, and said: “Little 
bastard—how dare he do that!’ And | saw then 
that it’s all right for us British to be anti- 
American, but we don’t want other people to be. 
It makes me feel that somehow the British and 
the Americans are still one family. 

Penthouse: Isn't this whole thing rather dis- 
couraging as an example of what happens when 
nations get to know each other better ? 

Amis: Well, it’s curable. | think the Americans 
can do something if they care, and they do care. 
What they can do about it is, as always, to 


spend money: One way, | think, is to step up~ 


exchange schemes for young people. It ought 
to become natural for a large proportion of 
British undergraduates to spend a year in 
America as part of their studies, as those read- 
ing Modern Languages expect to spend a year 
in France or Germany. The other thing—I don't 
know how | would do this—is that the Ameri- 
cans ought to put their case more potently. 
Penthouse: Politically, the suspicion of 
America is based on Left-wing aversion to 
capitalism, presumably ? 

Amis: Based, yes. Rather insecurely, but | sup- 
pose historically that’s the start of it. There’s a 
particular edge of resentment, because the 


original Socialist and Communist theories 
about America were that she’d collapse. So, 
many people on the Left are furious because the 
worker in America is not only freer than the 
worker in Russia, but infinitely better off. 
Penthouse: So that America is a sort of 
standing refutation of the course of history as 
outlined by Karl Marx ? 

Amis: Very much so, yes. 

Penthouse: You often point out that writers 
are the last people who should hanker after 
Communist successes because in Russia they 
lock up writers. ms 

Amis: It’s an important point. It's what | try 
to stress when | talk to young Lefties, because 
this is to me the point. 

Penthouse: Then, how do you explain the 
enduring fascination of Russian Communism 
for writers in the face of this record of intolerance 
and suppression? 

Amis: Well, a lot of people, even quite well- 
informed people, go round saying—! don’t know 
whether sincerely or not—that Americans jail 
writers too. | can’t think of any writers in jail 
there. There was, of course, McCarthyism, 
which is held to be as bad. To be in danger of 
losing your job for your opinions is bad—we all 
recognize that—but to compare that with being 
sent to a labor camp for years is a wilful self- 
deception. 

Penthouse: No writers today. seem to discuss 
the possibility of improving or reforming 
capitalism. Isn't this extraordinary when you 
consider Russia’s performance in terms of 
delivering the goods, which is pitiful by com- 
parison with capitalist Japan’s, for example? 
Yet writers still seem to see promise in Com- 
munism rather than in capitalism—those who 
have a political message at all. 

Amis: Yes. | can’t understand that—it baffles 
me. | think they feel, in a fumbling unthought- 
out way that (this is being understanding to 
them) America has gone too far and the bad 
things about American capitalism, materialism 
and so on, are too firmly entrenched; whereas 
the Communist system which is allegedly (of 
course not in fact) based on the sincere and 
energetic desire to improve everybody's life 
could be liberalized, and might, they think, 
turn out to produce something better. Part of 
the American case ought to be to dispel the 
notion that it’s really more or less all right now 
in the Iron Curtain countries. All that has im- 
proved is that before Siniavski and Daniel get 
sent to a labor camp they’re allowed to 
plead Not Guilty—this is progress! But, as my 
friend’ Robert Conquest (author of The Great 
Terror) put it, when an oppressor who has 
been chastising you with whips and with 
scorpions falls back on only using whips, this is 
a step forward, but a very small one. 
Penthouse: And a classical Soviet tactic, 
incidentally, in politics. Doing something 
terrible and then relaxing it and collecting praise 
for progress. 

Amis: Yes. All these advances, besides, are 
reversible at any moment. If | had the energy 
I'd mount a series of television programs called 
“The Unchanged Face of Communism’. It 
would arouse screams of rage. One wonders 
whether one could even get it put on in Britain. 
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POLLUTION IS A LITTLE LIKE SEX, 
ACCORDING TO TELEVISION'S ORIGINAL “FLOWER CHILD’ 


f you can’t see any connection between sex and our 
j polluted planet, it's only because you haven't met 

Professor Quilp. But you'll be hearing a lot about him 
one of these days. His name is going to become a household 
word, like Dr Spock. | mean it. What Salk did for. pollio— 
well, that’s what Quilp is doing for erotic pollution. 

| didn’t know any of this last night when | walked into a 
bar on the Strip. | just came in for a nightcap and maybe 
some action with this redhead cocktail waitress going off 
duty. But she walked right by me, heading for the door. 
“A trick is a trick,”” she said, “but that guy is something else !’ 

The bartender was pretty bugged. He told me business had 
been off all week. His regulars were deserting and none of 
the girls would hang around—all because of this weirdo 
sitting in the back booth, asking these nutty questions. 

| went over to see what was getting everybody so 
uptight. | mean, wouldn't you? Anyway, it's a good 
thing | went to that back booth because I’m not sure 
yet but | think it may have changed my entire life. 

He was sitting there having his fifth pink gin. He looked 
just like every other off-duty professor. You know, kind of 
50, not too big. Wearing the dress shirt without a tie and the 
pants from one suit with the coat from another. | guess that’s 
their idea of sport clothes. 

But | couldn't figure out his scene. Because the minute he 
saw me. he said: “Come on, name me any form of sex you 


like and I'll match it up with pollution.” How’s that for 
openers ? 
“Sucking,” | said. | mean, what the hell ? 


“Exactly,” he said. “We're given a world bursting with 
seed—and what do we do? Do we plant the seeds of our 
infinite regeneration as God intended ? No!” 

He banged his empty glass on the table. | took the hint 
and signalled for another round. 

“No,” he continued. ‘We waste it, deplete it, suck it out. 
Which makes us, planetarily speaking, a nation of...” 

“| get the idea,” | said. “Okay, what about pickups ?” | 
guess | was still thinking of that redhead. 

“Very good,” said the professor. “What does casual sex 
offer ? There’s no real warmth or meaning, no lasting comfort, 
no real fulfilment. Why should there be? You don’t_even 
know the bird.” 

He started on his sixth pink gin. “How many of us get to 
know and respect our earth? She's there, so we sock it to 
her. But how long will she keep putting out for us without 
some commitment? Without love ?” 

He took another sip. “You may prefer sex without love. 
That's your privilege. But it doesn’t entitle you to give every 
girl in town the clap.” 

He finished his drink. ““And look at the dose we gave Lake 
Erie.” 

He had me there. 

“Next question ?” 

“How about making babies ?” 

“World's most irresponsible pollution. Next ?” 

“Well,” | said, “| just read Portnoy’s Complaint, so...” 

“Aha,” he said. ‘Masturbation, from the Latin masturbare, 
to pollute oneself.” 

| didn’t know that. 

“Oh, well,” he said philosophically. ‘With litter piling up 
so fast these days, what else can people do with all those 
no-deposit no-returns ?” 

He sighed. “Especially when all our environmental 
Cabinet committees and regulatory agencies just sit there 
playing with themselves.” 

| ordered another round. ‘Incest ?” ; 

“Elementary. Nature is our mother. Look what you're doing 
to her and look what that makes you.” 

| ordered another round and thought up another category. 
“How about sexual freedom ?” 

He perked right up again. ‘Do your own thing,” he said. 
“Just don't do it to me... or to my planet.” 

“Perversions ?”” 


“Perversions do not exist . . . between two consenting 
adults. Now, that doesn’t justify child-molesting. Remember, 
the earth isn't a consenting adult. She's helpless. You can 
molest her, abuse her. But she'll die. And if she dies you die, 
as you'd die if you murdered a child. Think about it.” 

I did, while he sipped his ninth pink gin. 

“Oh, we may. find a way to survive underground before 
the world ends,” he said: “| suppose we could get used to 
life without real air or trees or animals, just as we could get 
used to life without sex. But who the hell wants to ?” 

He finished his drink. “My boy, all sex is affected by 
pollution. Dump DDT in the ocean, the pelican’s egg 
crumbles, no more pelicans. Spray DDT in the air, the bee 
dies. No more bees, no more flowers. No more flowers, no 
more daisy chains.” He hiccupped gently. 

“Who needs daisy chains?” | asked him. 

“Chacun a son screw. A// sex is affected. You may not be 
able to see the Strontium 90 in your bones, but look what 
smog does to your wind in the sack.” 

“Is that from smog ?” 

“Of course. | took a poll last year. The smoggier the city, 
the lousier its sex life. Know who came in last ? Los Angeles.” 

Being a native, | guess | looked shocked. This struck the 
professor funny. “Dead last,”” he said. ‘Why do you think 
Mayor Yorty stays away so much ? He’s no fool.” 

“But we have smog devices.” 

“The smog device. Ha! A gimmick to keep your car in the 
repair shop !”" The professor somehow managed to stand up. 
“Son, your smog device is about as efficient as a perforated 
condom. And its after-effects keep you every bit as broke.” 

| pointed him towards the men’s room. Waiting, | wondered 
what would happen if he aid get kids to equate pollution 
with sex. Would every teenager's bathroom turn into a mini- 
Hudson River? Would every alley echo with the sound of 
trashcans banging ? 

As | steered him back to our table, he went on about 
paternity.. “Watch how a corporation reacts when they're 
sued for raping a virgin forest or siring poison in a lake.” 

He sat down to steady his tenth pink gin. “They see 
pollution-control laws as a threat to their manhood. Same 
kind of thinking that sends our boys out to Viet Nam. Their 
answer is, keep finding ways to make more people use up 
more resources faster. Program new cars to wear out faster, 
create more junk heaps. Destroy the world, but keep that 
pollution coming ! 

To calm him down, 
“Extramarital sex ?” 

“Earthwise, | call that pollu-gamy.” 

| laughed politely. After all, what could you expect from 
a professor ? 

“There ought to be some way to curb it, though,” he 
added thoughtfully. “Maybe make it as costly to mine fresh 
elements as to recycle used ones. Then it would pay off 
taking care of what you already have.’’ He put down his 
empty glass. “Spend as much on your wife as your new 
girlfriend, she might look just as good.” 

“Orgies 2" 

“All the time. Just follow the Army Corps of Engineers 
around. Cast of thousands. Everyplace they go, an environ- 
mental gang-bang.” 

“Impotence ?” 

“That's where it’ s at,” he said. “The world’s hit menopause. 
Passed it, maybe.” 

He thumped his glass but | ignored it. Ten was plenty. 

“Poor world’s almost tapped out,” he said. ‘These days, 
searching the woods for an unspoiled tree is like searching 
Sun City for a hard-on.” 

The professor had lots more to say—all about timing, how 
the world will end with a bang . . . what comes out of those 
phallic oil rigs off Santa Barbara. It’s pretty fuzzy, because 
he was only four drinks up on me. 

But |'ll find out Tuesday. That’s when we're going down- 
town to look at dirty pictures of Yosemite. Ot—-g ty 


| thought of another category. 


Penthouse: Do you have any feelings about 
the propriety or desirability of artists and per- 
formers striking attitudes on public issues? 
They have the same rights as any other indivi- 
duals to sound off, but isn’t there always the 
flavor of exploiting a captive audience ? 

Amis: As you say, in his capacity as citizen the 
artist obviously has a right and a duty to say 
what he feels about political matters—though 
also some sort of duty to inform himself. If he 
feels that people are going to listen to what he 
says because he’s known as a writer, | see no 
reason why he shouldn't use that. 


Penthouse: Isn't there a specially heavy duty . 


on artists to inform themselves before they say 
a word, because they do have a public inclined 
to hang on it, don't they ? 

Amis: Yes, | think that is so—it’s a special duty. 
Penthouse: As a writer, you have an excep- 
tional range of interests—science fiction, jazz 
and so on, and lately what might be termed 
ghosting for the late lan Fleming, writing that 
James Bond book Co/one/ Sun. What is the 
effect of versatility on a writer's reputation: is 
it held to his credit, or is it counted against him ? 
Amis: {t ought to be held for him, there’s no 
doubt about that. So many of the writers from 
the past whom we admire have been versatile. | 
think it can count against one in reviews and 
criticisms and so on—you know it's bad enough 
that he’s successful in Field A, and now here he 
comes along in Field B. 

Penthouse: Predictably your Bond book seems 
to have been regarded as a frivolous under- 
taking for a writer who takes part in serious 
discussion. 

Amis: And!|cansee some sense in that reaction, 
but | think those critics are unaware of the 
exceptional amount of hard work that goes into 
a “‘ghosted” novel. One couldn't merely rework 
Fleming characters and Fleming incidents with 
new names and new locations. Nor could one 
produce a thriller of one’s own, in which the 
hero is merely called James Bond but who 
would be a different sort of person. So | had 
simultaneously to try and provide something 
new yet not get too far away from the formula 
set by lan Fleming. | had a continuous feeling 
that] would wantthe late lan Fleming to approve 
but also not to say that this is exactly how he 
would have done it. 

Penthouse: Presumably you admire lan 
Fleming as a writer. Just now it has become 
fashionable to fault him technically, and so on. 
Amis: | think that most of that fashion that you 
correctly describe is based not on literary argu- 
ment but on political prejudices. | only realized 
this recently, after having written Co/onel Sun, 
but the reason why Fleming came to a bad 
press in intellectual circles was not that he was 
a bad writer but that the political position of 
James Bond was unpalatable to leftist- 
oriented critics, which is what most of them are 
in Britain anyway. Bond's trouble was not that 
he was sadistic—in fact he’s not sadistic, if you 
read the books with attention—or snobbish— 
nor that he was a ruthless sexual predator. 
Actually he’s kind and considerate despite his 
success. No, the real trouble was that Bond and 
Fleming held a completely unquestioning 
assumption that the Western side was right and 
on the whole good, and that the other side, the 
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@p. H. Lawrence increased 
people’s expectations about 
sex tg an unreal degree. If sex 
has got to be spiritually 
illuminating too, a lot of us are 
going to be disappointed @ 


Soviet Communist side was wrong. This is what 
I'm sure so many critics were made uncom- 
fortable by. Fleming was a wonderful action 
writer, but he never got through on. a critical 
level because of political prejudice. 
Penthouse: What do you think about the 
influence of the novel on society? Has, for 
example, the harping on sex since Lawrence 
had an effect on morality ? Do readers tend to 
take the way people behave in novels as the 
way they ought to behave ? 

Amis: | think there must be a connection, but 
—perhaps ducking out of the question a bit— 
I'd say these things go hand in hand rather than 
one causing the other. 

Penthouse: The novel reflects society rather 
than leads it ? 

Amis: Yes. The harm that | see from Lawrence 
and his successors is not to have increased 
sexual activity—one can’t really be against that 
—but to have increased to an unreal degree 
people’s expectations about sex. If sex has got 
to be love, and sex has got to be profoundly felt, 
and sex has got to be not merely enjoyable but 
spiritually illuminating, then in the nature of 
things an awful lot of us are going to be dis- 
appointed. So many are incapable of being 


.Spiritually illuminated by anything, and further, 


it’s in the nature of sex that an awful lot of it is 
bound to be unilluminating. For young people 
a caricature would be: ‘Well, we slept together 
last night, so why didn’t the earth move? Sex 
is no good.” The other side of the coin is that 
a satisfactory sexual .relationship takes a 
tremendous amount of effort on both sides, and 
persistence and readiness to ride over dis- 
appointments and frustrations. That side never 
seems to get its due in fiction. 

Penthouse: Are you in favor ot today’s much 
greater freedom about morality, and sex 
generally ? ; 
Amis: | am in a way. When it wasn’t discussed 
nearly so much, | said, ‘‘Let’s have lots more 
discussion about this.” For example in 1955 
| had to change the word “‘bugger”’ to “bloody 
fool” in a novel and | thought “Hell, are we ever 
going to be free?’ But now we're much freer 
| can see that there's something to be said for 
going back to where we were. Writers are, on 
the whole, rather immature people, and they're 
fond of shocking. This, of course, has its healthy 
aspects, but when writers and playwrights and 
theatrical managers are vying with each other 
over what can be said and put on in public, 
| think this becomes absurd. On reflection, one 
sees how muchcould be written about sex inthe 
past. Earlier authors didn't use heavy breathing 
or creaking bed springs or so on. My favourite 
example here is Hardy’s Jude the Obscure 
where we know everything about Jude’s 
relationship with his wife without once being 


taken inside the bedroom. 

Penthouse: But is there any serious reason 
why sex should be denied the explicit treat- 
ment that everything else is allowed ? 

Amis: Well, only that it shocks people. 
Penthouse: Isn’t what shocks changing all 
the time ? 

Amis: Yes. But | think one mustn't go too fast 
in these things. Perhaps, having grown up when 
| did, | don’t feel myself seriously trammelled by 
censorship or morality or so on. If a theme 
occurred to me which was very shocking, per- 
haps | would feel differently about it. 
Penthouse: Surely the next generation, having 
had this much greater freedom, is going to be 
far less shockable than present generations ? 
Amis: | think it’s almost as though everybody 
needs some sort of area in which they can be 
shocked, and if it’s not sex it'll be something 
else. A good example would be that people who 
are completely unshockable about sex are very 
shocked about the Vietnam war—rightly or 
wrongly. So as not to be misunderstood here, let 
me say that humane feelings are always good, 
but a little thought about what always happens 
in war should temper them. 

Penthouse: You mean the singling out of the 
Vietnam war as against all the other violence 
which is going on elsewhere ? 

Amis: Yes—and the violence that has always 
gone on. The only man who can argue validly 
on this, | think, is a pacifist. He’s logical about 
it and consistent. | think he’s wrong, but he’s 
not being absurd. 

Penthouse: You've written that brotherhood 
can’t be enforced—do you think the same goes 
for racial tolerance ? 

Amis: Yes, | do. 

Penthouse: You would be against making dis- 
crimination illegal ? 

Amis: Oh, | would, because here again 
nobody's perfect. | personally hate racialism and 
| do my best in my daily life to be against it. 
But | think that it’s only after people have made 
all the anti-colored remarks they want to make, 
that things can settle down. When we get to the 
point where you can say to a colored friend 
“You black bastard’’ and he can say “You white’ 
sod’, you've advanced in your relationship. 
| remember there was an anti-apartheid appeal 
sent recently to my wife and me, as card- 
carrying intellectuals, so to speak. Would we 
join the anti-Apartheid movement? We both 
felt exactly the same about this: we are against 
apartheid. But joining a movement against it is 
a very different thing. You know, there’s some- 
thing distasteful about somebody sitting in a 
Chelsea club twanging a guitar and singing a 
song attacking South African apartheid. | don't 
know what it is exactly, but it seems to me too 
easy. 

Penthouse: Telling other people how to solve 
problems you don’t have ? 

Amis: Yes. And not very likely to improve the 
situation there. 

Penthouse: Your philosophy seems to be that 
one has to face the fact that there are situations 
which one dislikes but can do nothing about, 
and this may be the hardest of all situations 
to live with. 

Amis: Yes | think that is so. 

Penthouse: Mr. Amis, thank you. O+—g 
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Sogo stories always make for pleasing reading, and the most 
satisfying of all are those you watch unfold from an early stage. An 
opportunity to do just that is presented to Penthouse readers in the 
case of our latest Pet of the Month, a beauty whose career is barely 
past the take-off point but now seems hopefully headed for orbit. Tall 
(5ft 10ins) and deftly delineated (36-232-36), the delicious Heide 
Mann is a Viennese confection, who at 22 has already made an impact 
as a model in Germany and is now poised for a transition into acting. 

Born in post-war Vienna at a time when Austria’s romantic capital 
was still a divided city, as commemorated in Graham Greene’s 
atmospheric entertainment The Third Man, Heide graduated from high 
school in a more prosperous age and went straight into modelling. She 
got a job with Adlermueller, a prestigious haute couture house in the 
city of the blue Danube. ‘| worked there for two years”, Heide recalls, 
“but though | liked modelling there wasn’t much money in it—only 
about 400 Deutschmarks a month. | was beginning to feel pretty 
restless when my first break came.” 

It was a break in the best movie tradition : a German movie producer 
was in the audience at one of her collection shows, and he not only 
spotted her but signed her there and then for a part in his movie. “It 
wasn'ta big part,” says Heide, ‘‘butit had nice consequences.” 


MANN FOR ALL SEASONS 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY BRUNO BERNARD 


Heide’s modesty—like most everything 
else about her—is highly becoming, yet the 
fact is that she achieved an almost overnight 
hit as a cover girl and photographic model in 
Germany. ‘My movie stills were noticed by a 
magazine editor, and this led to a cover 
picture, and that in turn led to a lot of work in 
advertising, and eventually television com- 
mercials’”. Indeed Heide’s income already 
adds up to something more substantial than 
the average movie actress in Europe can 
make. “| don’t think about money, though. 
I'm not always wondering about how much 
more | can make, the way some people are. 
But money has given me freedom, the 
chance to travel and to try new interests.” 

Among the things money has given heris a 
little farmhouse on the Mediterranean island 
of Majorca, where she takes a rest whenever 
she can get away from work in Munich, her 
present base. “I’m filling my farmhouse with 
peasant furniture from all parts of Spain. 
When | go on location in different countries | 
always pick up things to take back there— 
antiques mostly, because they're my No. 1 
hobby.” 

Other hobbies are guitar-playing and 
photography, in which her talents are at 
opposite ends of the scale. “I’m a terrible 
guitarist, but | can take really good pictures. 
I've only just started learning the guitar and 
it's a terribly discouraging instrument, 
especially as it looks so easy when you see 
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she says firmly. 


He must care more about ideals than 


He must be con- 
material things, and he must have as 


| can see myself trading 

my place in front of the camera for a 

place behind it. Modelling and acting 
rather poor 


more advanced, 
seriously contemplates a time when she 


As for her camera craft, that is alto- 
might espouse shutter-clicking for a 
have limited satisfactions, you know. 
Meanwhile Heide has an assignment in 
Munich for a play to be televised locally. 

On a more personal level, Heide— 
student—also has a clear prescription 
for her ideal man. “ 
poor. but | like a man who accepts the 
responsibility of setting a good example 

With Heide for inspiration, that should 
not be so onerous a role for any man. 
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GUCCIONE 


MIRROR, MIRROR... 


in-Salem, N.C. 


HUMOR BY HENRY MORGAN 


NINE DIRTY OLD MEN 


Or, how the Supreme Court of the 

U.S. is making a fortune for every Nils, 
Olaf and Eric. Or, / am Curious (about 
Copenhagen). Or, The Porn’s as High 
as an Elephant’s Jock. 
The most intelligent way to take a girl 
out to dinner and the movies today is to 
see the movie first. Take her, for 
example, to the Little Scandia Cinema 
to see Married Love in Oslo. \t'll cost 
you ten dollars for the two of you but 
it's worth it because after 90 minutes 
of close-up crotches she won't be able 
to eat dinner. Your only other expense 
for the evening will be for the cab in 
which she quietly goes home. Alone. 

Here are some suggested flicks. Lars 
Pflum and Enka Lindstrom in Group 
Grope. This is narrated by Doctor Sven 
Hlderup, a graduate of the Institut fur 
Sex med Psykologic, the famous mail- 
order house with headquarters in apart- 
ment 7, Medgasser Street, Helsingfors. 
Before becoming a movie star, “Doc” 
used to peddle Mother Soderstrom’s 
Lingonberry Balm, a cream which you 
put on your lingam three hours before 
you expect to use it. 

In this picture the Doc is in rare form. 
We see him at the beginning in his 
white Doctor coat fondling his pointer. 
He says a few words in Swedish about 
the weather, which the Supreme Court 
has declared to have ‘‘redeeming social 
significance,” and then we fade into 
Enka’s bra. She removes the bra using 
only her left hand, a smooth natural 
motion which is the envy of some of the 
less talented people in ‘The Land of the 
Midnight Sun,” as it is called. Showing 
yet another facet, she removes her 
panties with her right hand and begins 
to play stoop tag all by herself in a bed 
of asparagus. The Doctor can be heard 
off-screen talking about the cloud 
formations in his home town of Kladder- 
dets. After a bit Enka is joined by some 
forest nymphs who have come to the big 
city to celebrate St. Astrid’s Day, the 
time of year when all the semi-retired 
hookers play stoop tag in the asparagus 
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together. At this point Lars makes his 
entrance, removes his skivvies, and lies 
down on his back pretending to be a 
single stalk of asparagus. The girls can’t 
tell the difference, of course, and this 
makes for a lot of laughter until Pia, the 
one with the slanty knockers, refuses to 
get up. The camera cuts to Lars’ face 
and we see that he is pleased. Naturally 
he is keeping silent so that they don’t 
find out that his “asparagus” is a 
dummy. The girls try to pull Pia up, she 
gets part way up and then sits back 
down and after this happens a number 
of times, Lars gets worn out with keep- 
ing quiet and asks the girls to hold it for 
a minute. The Doctor, meanwhile, is 
discussing the size of the Norwegian 
herring catch for October 1964. 

Later in the picture there are inter- 
views with the man-in-the-street in an 
attempt to discover what should be done 
about the Negro problem in Latvia. 

The rest of the film is just a lot of dirty 
stuff which needn't concern us here, 
and the ending, predictably enough, is 
a long shot of Lars and Enka wandering 
off in the sunset to a co-ed sauna. 

Another fine film is A Shortcut to 
Womanhood. This is a series of surgical 
operations on men who want to take a 
stab at being Mothers. The narrator is 
Sig Hansen, an unfrocked dentist. First 
we are introduced to an elderly half- 
blind surgeon who is boiling his knife. 
He is none other than the celebrated 
Amundssen, creator of the womb-ovary 


package transplant. A young man comes. 


in and tells a heart-breaking story of 
having been repeatedly rejected by 
Women’s Lib. The doctor agrees to per- 
form the two operations in a week. This 
is followed by a bunch of three-month 
orgies which are tossed by the young 
man’s friends as ‘farewell to bachelor- 
hood” parties. These include an all-stag 
affair, another with just girls, and a 
kitchen shower. 

The first operation is nothing much 
as these things go. . . just a snip-snip 
and a mild thud, but the second is a 


classic. Watching near-sighted Amund- 
ssen poking around is a treat and Helms 
Rosenquist, who plays the part, is a 
regular Milton Berle. When his cigar 
ashes fell into the duodenum | thought 
I'd bust a gut. 

It is not cricket to reveal the ending of 
this sequence but it betrays no con- 
fidences to tell you that, though the 
operation is a complete success, she 
never actually gets to have a baby. 
Seems she turns out to be a Lesbian. 

There are other operations but they 
are pretty much run-of-the-mill. There’s 
the half-man half-woman who wants to 
be both, the girl turned into a dog, etc., 
etc. The color is fine and the movie is 
rated ‘’L”, or suitable for children of 
Danish submarine commanders living 
in Sierra Leone. 

Redeeming Social Significance is 
another on our recommended list. This 
is a black-and-white cinema verité 
work done entirely with a hand-held 
camera by Ole Viljhalmar, who spent a 
year In Washington doing this one on 
the sly. It contains many fine shots of 
Justices of the Supreme Court and their 
wives in the supposed privacy of their 
bedrooms. This was almost made to 
order for Ole, since in his native 
Denmark he’s a famous closet queen. 
Some of his best work was shot in the 
bathroom of the Chief Justice and gives 


‘the whole oeuvre the kind of authen- 


ticity so often lacking in films of this 
type. While a naked Associate Justice 
doesn’t look particularly awesome, the 
scene in which a famous “‘strict con- 
structionist’’ sits on the head of a parlor 
maid is quite moving. Another of this 
same man exhibiting himself at mid- 
night in front of the Washington monu- 
ment is all the better for being in black 
and white. 

For those under 30, there’s a wonder- 
ful shoot-em-up naked Western, One 
O’Cock High. There's no point in 
reviewing it because we can’t possibly 
top the stuff about the Supreme Court, 
so it will have to wait for another day. 
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Jiffies. They're so comfortable your feet 
won't know they're well dressed. 


Maybe your feet won't know, but 
everyone else will. Because Jiffies come in 17 
great looking styles. 

They’re perfect to wear anytime 
: you want to relax yet look good. Ona cruise, 
| in the backyard. Or just lounging in front 

of the fireplace. 

From left: The Diplomat, an imported 
tapestry espadrille. $5.00. Eze-on, a machine 
washable terry-scuff $4.50 and Flaira 
multi-colored corduroy stripe. $4.00. 

Now there’s no reason your feet can’t 
look good and be comfortable at the same time. 


e e 
LFFIES R 
LEISURE FOOTWEAR FOR MEN Another fine product of Kayser-Roth 


FOOD & DRINK BY LIONEL BRAUN 


here is increasing style in the art of cookery today, an improvement 

which falls somewhere between a lover's sweet talk and the restric- 

tiveness of an army manual. Because of the relaxing climate, the 
chafing dish is once more with us, and | for one hope it will become more 
casual in its use. Basically, the chafing dish is a small portable stove. It 
usually has a blazer pan and cover that rests on a tripod base holding a 
bottom pan (ba/n-marie) that contains water. Beneath this water pan is a 
small burner. If your recipes call for use of both pans, the cooking 
principle is similar to the double boiler. 

Some people believe that anything that is cooked in a saucepan, skillet, 
or a double-boiler may be cooked in a chafing dish. Actually, the chafing 
dish should be saved for special-occasion cookery. It is perfect for those 
foods that require little heat: fish-mollusks, innards (liver and kidneys), 
eggs, cheese and many vegetables. Also, it is for those artists’ and lovers’ 
dens where companionship should be tuned in on a seductive blue blaze. 
The French have a word for chafing: “‘chauffer,” meaning to heat... 
or inflame. 

When | use a chafing dish, | am guaranteed that the party will be fun. 
My guest is guaranteed that there is to be no in-and-out of a kitchen, no 
missing of martini gossip. Only a relaxing climate of intimacy as you 
warm up your friends, and friends are warmed up by watching. Now, 
armed with a ready tray set with ingredients, a few artistic flourishes, pan 
on ithe flame, and voi/a/—my favorite form of physical assault . . . sit 
back and enjoy it! 


Penthouse Salted Almonds 

Start with a pound of almonds that have been thoroughly dried (ready 
blanched almonds are perfect). Heat about one stick of butter in the 
chafing dish, add almonds, and cook directly over the heat. Stir con- 
tinuously with a wooden spoon, until the almonds begin to take on a 
light tan coloring. As you stir, sprinkle a tablespoon of curry powder, 
herb seasoning or tarragon (powdered) over the almonds. 

Drain almonds on a paper towel and sprinkle with coarse salt. 

Serve with martinis at once. If you've tasted warm hickory-smoked 
almonds or Macadamia nuts on an airline and liked them, you'll agree 
that this nutty repast doesn’t require 25,000 feet of altitude to give your 
palate that taste of euphoria. 

After your guests have treated themselves to this nutty-munching and 
they continue toying with their cocktails, set to music that provides a 
subtle counterpoint, you approach the ready tray to begin the next 
segment of your chafingsymphony... 


Fondue Bourguignonne 

The last time | traveled through Burgundy to visit the vineyards during 
the harvest, | noticed that the peasants would leave a kettle of olive oil 
with some meat simmering on the stove when they went out to work. On 
returning from the fields there would always be a hot, tasty meal 
waiting for them. 

Theirs isn't exactly my favorite method of preparation. First of all, | like 
the meat.to be pink on the inside . . . so let's do it in a more up-to-date 
way. Ready tray : 
4+ pound filet beef cut into small cubes for each guest 4cup finely chopped parsley 
1 cup peanut oil 4 cup finely chopped onions 
Salt and pepper mill 
catsup, Worcestershire sauce, remoulade sauce, mayonnaise with chopped anchovies 
- Provide each guest with a wooden-handled fork (wood insulates while 
your speared meat is cooking in the oil). Otherwise, you need two forks— 
one to cool off while the other is being used for eating ! Give each guest a 
plate with assorted sauces. Spear a cube of meat and brown in the hot 
oil to your own degree of ‘‘doneness’’, then dip into one of the sauces. 
Voila! A sip of Beaujolais, and here comes heaven. 


Penthouse Mussels 

A young lady | count among my most trusted friends once said : ‘Mussels 
refresh without weakening, and have a habit of making me younger.” 
These briny tidbits should be quickly cooked (lightly) and eaten soon 
after. You can help these mollusks into an honorable dish, and really 
enjoy it as long as you keep about it the freshness of the sea, which the 
speed of a chafing dish will deliver in fleeting moments. Ready tray : 
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SPIRITED CUISINE TO INFLAME A GUEST 


24 mussels per guest 3 lemons, cutand quartered 
4+cup water 2-3 garlic cloves 
14£sticks butter 1 pint mayonnaise 


Start by scrubbing the mussels under running water, removing and 
discarding beards. Steam mussels in a covered kettle. Only £ cup of 
water is needed, and remove when shells open. Then remove meat 
from the shells. 

Simmer butter in the blazer pan over direct heat, browning mussels 
quickly. Serve with slices of lemon and a tasty garlic mayonnaise. The 
mayonnaise can be made by crushing 2 to 3 cloves of fresh garlic into a 
pint of mayonnaise, and mixing thoroughly. Don’t use garlic powder, 
unless you want a rancid garlic taste to live with you for a week! 


If you've traveled the Piedmont region of Italy, you may have seen the 
peasants, in the cold of winter, preparing a favorite dish: La Bagna 
Cauda. On the ready tray, neatly laid out: 


4stick of butter and 4 cup of olive oil carrot sticks 

small can of anchovies celery stalks 

2 finely chopped garlic cloves fresh ground pepper 
1 small head of cabbage (chopped) coarse salt 


slices of bell peppers 


Slowly melt butter over flame. Add olive oil and garlic as butter begins to 
brown. Then add your anchovies. Stir continuously. As mixture simmers, 
add shredded cabbage. Toss the cabbage lightly in the sauce, after the 
pan has been removed from the flame. Let guests add salt and ground 
pepper to taste. Scoop mixture with celery stalks or dip into mixture with 
thin slices of toasted french bread. 

If you prefer Bagna Cauda without the cabbage, dip into this succulent 
mixture using only carrot sticks or celery stalks. 


Penthouse Cheese Stew 


4 pound Cheddar or Gloucester cheese mustard (English) 
2 eggs bread ; 
English ale cayenne 


Use 4+ pound of thinly sliced cheese to which is added 4 cup of ale. Stir 
over the fire until cheese is melted. Beat only the yolks ‘of 2 eggs, and a 
level teaspoonful of Colman’s dry mustard and a sprinkling of cayenne. 
Stir slowly for 2 minutes, and serve very hot with toasted bread. You may 
also serve the cheese over the toast. Caution: Do not let burn—cook 
over the bain-marie ! 


Cognac Climax 
There are few dishes more tantalizing to the epicure, either gastro- 
nomically or visually, than those which can be set ablaze. Almost any 
liqueur can be flamed. One of the most exciting is Chartreuse, consisting 
of arare blend of 130 herbs. Cognac is traditional and probably the most 
favored, and every gathering of friends and lovers should end with a 
flourish, the flaming dessert ! 

From the Charente District, an area in France of about 150,000 acres, 
there is this exciting dessert made with Cognac. Ready tray : 


3 cups seedless grapes 4.cup sugar 
juice of 1 orange 4cup Cognac 
rind of 1 orange 1 pint vanilla ice cream 


Combine sugar, juice and grated orange rind in crepe pan. Simmer syrup 
for about 5 minutes. Add grapes to simmering syrup and stir for about one 
minute. Add Cognac and set aflame. Serve flaming grapes with 2 table- 
spoons of vanilla ice cream. 

The use of the chafing dish makes for pure magic and offers proof 
positive that two can live as gastronomically as one, on or off the 
campus, and frozen dinners be damned! The combined aromas can 
create a Borgia effect. You remember the Borgias, the charlatans of the 
Italian Renaissance, who would dip their food in the same pot to insure 
their good intentions ? With such communal dining, who would question 
their friendship, or dare poison a dish from which a Borgia might 
have feasted ? 

And now... with the lights down low... light the torch. Ot—g 
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FINAL INSTALMENT OF OUR LONG-RUNNING SEX SATIRE 


Note: /ater stages of story are condensed in preamble below 


THE ROSEBUD'S SUPREME 
(AND UNFORESEEN) SACRIFICE 


THE STORY THUS FAR: Through an audacious series 
of boudoir coups, man-hating Wanda von Kreesus, 
brilliantly partnered by the nymphet Candyfloss, has 
coerced the leaders of the World Powers into disarming 
and electing her C-in-C of a 500,000-strong Puss Inter- 
national Force composed entirely of butch lesbians. Now, 
while Candyfloss dallies besottedly with her hostage, 
Rudi Bonenkruncher, a new Order-of-the-Day goes out 
from PIFCO—the Puss International Force Command 
Organization in Geneva. This Order (“Operation Snatch”) 
countermands all existing regulations against fraternizing 
with civilians and offers rewards to PIF personnel based 
on the number of females between the ages of 14 and 50 
successfully converted from heterosexuality to lesbianism. 
Wanda’s plan is to end the “monstrous tyranny of men” 
by first creating a Fifth Column of millions of lesbians 
to back up the PIF divisions, then to castrate all sexually 
potent men in the world. First, a sperm-bank capable of 
repopulating the world for the next 1000 years is to be 
set up, the ratio of male births to female being thereafter 
strictly regulated to the long-term requirements of male 
manual labour. NOW READ ON. 


he Order ended with 
the stirring exhortation : 
“Let us therefore brace 
ourselves to our duty— 
so bare ourselves that 
if the Butch people and 
their Empire lasts for 
1000 years, women will still say, ‘This 
was their funnest hour’! Candyfloss 
hurried to the captive Westapo chief's 
cell to break the dread news of Operation 
Snatch to Rudi Bonenkruncher, who 
listened with mounting agitation. “The 
woman's mad!” he cried. “’She’s lost 
her marbles !”’ 

“More to the point,” the Rosebud 
wailed, “| can’t have you losing yours !”" 

“What I'd like to do” Rudi muttered, 
“to that blackhearted bitch if | could 
have her to myself for just ten minutes !” 

“It wouldn't be any good, Rudikins! 
No man has ever been able to get 
through to her. She'd just laugh in your 
face and you'd wind up in the Torture 
Chamber, from which no man has ever 
emerged in fewer than six oilskin 
parcels. Oh, Rudi—!” the nymphet 
flung herself at her lover, raining hot 
kisses on his cherished person ‘“—never 
again to ride with you into the dawn! 
Never again to feel you surge to the 
touch of my rowels !” 

“There’s only one answer,” Rudi said, 
“I've got to escape.” 

“Impossible, my love! And, even if 
you escaped, where could you hide? 
The PIF and its Fifth Column are 
everywhere. ° 

The Ballet Rosebud had continued to 
fondle the Westapo chief as she talked, 


and it now slowly began to dawn on her 
that she might have the solution to their 
problem right there in her hands, in the 
cherished person of Rudi himself. 
Wanda’s hatred of all men was purely 
psychological—she had never, in fact, 
had one. Yet—the Rosebud mused— 
Wanda was physically no different from 
herself, in all relevant respects. If one 
could only break through that psycholo- 
gical barrier somehow, and force her to 
have a crack at what Rudi had to offer, 
there was at least a sporting chance of 
her having second thoughts about 
Operation Snatch. 

“Rudikins,”” the Rosebud declared. 
“You stand on the threshold of pos- 
terity.”” 

“Well, if you'd just move over a bit—" 

“Silly boy! You mustn't waste your 
vitality on little Pusscake. Settle back 
while | tell you what we're going to do.” 


When Candyfloss turned up at the 
guest-prisoners cell for her usual ten 
o'clock session with Rudi, the butch 
guard—a Pole—greeted her with a 
thinly veiled sneer. ‘‘Izz waste of time, 
General, go. in. Gentleman friend—" 
she tapped her forehead ‘’—gone 
bazook”. 

Candyfloss stepped forward to put 
her eye to the spyhole. “Il don’t know 
what you're going on about, soldier,” 
she snapped, looking back. “He looks 
perfectly normal to me.” 

Trailing her automatic weapon, the 
butch took Candyfloss’s place and put 
her eye to the hole . . . She must have 
felt the prick of the needle in her sturdy 
left buttock, but certainly not the 
concrete as she slumped to the floor, 
sparked out. The Rosebud relieved her 
of the key to the cell, opened it up, and 
motioned to the grinning Rudi to drag 
the butch in. A few minutes later they 
left her gagged and manacled, face 
downwards on the bed, and made for 
Candyfloss’s private quarters in the 
Velvet Suite, just along the corridor. 

A little after 10.30, Wanda von Kreesus 
strode into the Pink Buodoir of the 
Velvet Suite, crossed to the bedside 
table and pressed the button summoning 
her handmaiden. She looked irritable. 
“Can you imagine it?’ she complained 


to Candyfloss as the nymphet stripped 
her for a massage. ‘The United States 
delegate only wanted me to increase 
the proportion of American PIF troops 
by ten per cent over the Soviet Union's.” 

“What did you tell her, Booful ?” 

“l told her | was already thinking of 
reducing the US proportion, on the 
grounds that some of those Southern 
butches of hers, stationed in the Congo, 
were getting off to such a slow start in 
Operation Snatch.” 

“How's it going, darling ?” 

“Hard to say yet. Good figures 
beginning to come in from the States, 
Italy, Spain, Britain and Sweden. 
Pockets of resistance in Indonesia, 
China, Yugoslavia and—of all places— 
France.” 

“How do you account for that ?” 

Wanda shrugged. ‘Who knows? 
Sebastian's computers are working on 
the theory it has something to do with 
the recent glut of cucumbers in 
Brittany. We'll soon have the answer.” 

The Ballet Rosebud had slipped her 
hypo under the bed, ready to use it as 
soon as Wanda rolled over to have her 
buttocks toned up. But tonight, of all 
nights, her young mistress remained 
perversely on her back, directing 
Candyfloss’s hands from one frontal 
zone to the next in a tireless quest for 
relief and stimulation. After half-an- 
hour, the nymphet arched her aching 
back and begged leave to help herself 
to a quick drink. 

“Make it snappy,” Wanda nodded. 
“Oh, and pour me a beaker- of that 
Tokay Essenz, Pusscake. I’m in a 
strangely restless mood tonight.” 

Candyfloss switched to Plan 2, slip- 
ping a fast-dissolving knockout capsule 
into Wanda’s golden goblet. Back at the 
bedside, she watched her mistress 
drain the goblet to its dregs before 
slumping back on the pillows. 

“Just exactly where you left off,” 
Wanda commanded. “Starting with a 
light anti-clockwise action—" Suddenly, 
she gave vent to a huge yawn and, after 
a few blinks of the eyelids, went off into 
a deep sleep. The Rosebud wasted no 
time in letting Rudi into the Pink 
Boudoir and getting out the velvet ropes 
she had stowed away, earlier, in one of 
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the clothes closets. 

“Quite loosely, | think,’” she smiled, 
starting on Wanda’s left ankle. “She 
ought to be given a chance to co- 
opulate, once she realizes she can't cop 
out.” 

When everything was set, Candyfloss 
turned to her lover, her amber-flecked 
eyes shining with faith and encourage- 
ment. “She'll be coming around in a 
minute, darling. So get in there, Tiger, 
and show the bloody tyrant what a free 
and piece-loving man is capable of, 
once he gets his dander up.” 


Candyfloss was overjoyed when Rudi 
failed to report back to her that night. 
But by mid-morning of the following 
day, seized by a sudden fear that all was 
not as it should be, the Rosebud crept 
along the corridor separating her 
quarters from the Pink Boudoir and put 
her shell-like ear to the door. She was 
reassured by the insistent rhythmic thud 
—as of a rubber-headed hammer 
loosening a seized hub-cap—resound- 
ing from inside the boudoir. 

As dusk settled over the von Kressus 
schloss and another long night's vigil 
began for the Ballet Rosebud, she 
comforted herself with the thought that 
Rudi was doing all this for her and for 
their future happiness together, as well 
as for his fellow-men all over the world. 
If he happened to be enjoying it at the 
same time, she could hardly blame him. 
Around dawn, Candyfloss awoke from a 
fitful sleep, groped about the bed to see 
if Rudi had returned, then switched on 
the light and sat up. “’Fishhooks !” she 
muttered to herself, after a few minutes’ 
cogitation. ‘I’m going to chance it!” 
The door to the boudoir was not locked. 
Its occupants would obviously be 
sleeping off the night’s excesses by now. 
She just had to witness with her own 
eyes her lover's triumph over Man's 
greatest enemy. 

She stopped outside the boudoir and 


once again put her ear to the door. The 
sound that greeted her this time was 
uncannily reminiscent of an overworked 
2-horsepower pump labouring away at 
the silt on a river bed. The awed nymphet 
tiptoed back to her quarters, dizzy with 
conflicting emotions. 

With the passing of yet another day 
and night, and four trolley-loads of food 
and drink for the boudoir, Candyfloss 
began to lose what was left of her cool. 
The object of the operation had now 
been accomplished. Wanda had joined 
the human race. All right. Let her now 
come up from under and start counter- 
manding Operation Snatch before ir- 
reparable damage was done to the 
fabric of society. 

The agitated nymphet was on the 
point of picking up her telephone and 
calling Wanda when she heard the 
tramp of butch jackboots past her door. 
Whoever they were, they had been 
admitted to the Pink Boudoir before she 
had time to scramble out of bed and 
reach the corridor. She waited, her heart 
pounding, until the door opened again 
and out came two PIF medical orderlies 
carrying between them—a_ laden 
stretcher ! 

They stopped, at Candyfloss’s com- 
mand, outside her room, and as she 
approached the stretcher and stared 
down at it; her legs almost gave way. 
The ghost of Rudi Bonenkruncher stared 
back at her out of crazed, dark-ringed 
eyes. His arms, dangling over the sides 
of the stretcher, were pale sticks 
embroidered with faint blue tracings of 
vein. Collar bone and ribs stood starkly 
out of the top half of his dessicated body. 
The bottom half was draped by a rug. A 
glimmer of recognition sparked the 
Westapo chief's hollowed eyepits as the 
horrified Rosebud bent lower. 


“What have they done to you, 
darling!" 
“No... good...” The words came up 


in a cracked whisper. “’All is lost...” 


“Boy, those Druids sure can mess up a view.” 
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Candyfloss stood where she. was, 
staring after the orderlies as they carried 
their frail burden away. Then, choking 
back a sob, she ran along the corridor 
and burst into the Pink Boudoir. Wanda, 
who was seated at her dressing-table, 
brushing her blue-black locks, greeted 
her with an affable smile. There was a 
new radiance about her, a glow of sheer 
animal good health such as one might 
expect in someone just back from a 
month’s skiing in Davos. 

“I assume it was your brainwave to 
serve me up to the kraut,’ she purred. 
“And | want you to know | shall be 
everlastingly grateful to you, Pusscake. 
When | think of all the years I've 


wasted .. .”” She gave vent to a sigh. 
“However,” she went on, brightening, 
“it's never too late—as the Italian 


duchess put it—to make-a mens.” 

“You m-mean,” the nymphet stam- 
mered, “you're c-cancelling Operation 
Snatch ?” 

Wanda took up a position in front of 
the mirrored wall, turning slowly this 
way and that, admiring her nude body 
as if it were something she had hardly 
noticed until now. “Not on your sweet 
life, baby,”’ she drawled. ‘Though | have 
decided on a slight change of procedure. 
The world’s entire potent male popula- 
tion is to be emasculated, as planned, 
but it’s going to take a whole lot longer 
under the new arrangements.” 

“Which are?” the broken Rosebud 
whispered. 

“They will be ‘seen to’—isn’t that the 
usual euphemism ?—only after they 
have passed, singly or in assorted 
groups, through this boudoir. Puss- 
cake—" she breathed, smiling broadly at 
the girl’s reflexion in the mirror’—a 
whole new meaning is. going to be 
ae the expression ‘having oneself 
a ball’. 

As Candyfloss stood there, stunned by 
the enormity of her mistress’s wicked- 
ness, Wanda sauntered over to the 
bedside to pick something up, delicately, 
between thumb and forefinger. 

“Your. gentleman friend from Bonn,” 
she said, turning around to face her 
handmaiden, “will not, however, figuré 
in this universal roll-call. To him has 
already been given the distinction of 
being the first.in the queue. See ?”’ 

Candyfloss took one horrified look at 
the objects dangling from Wanda von 
Kreesus’s fingers—and collapsed to the 
Carpet in a little heap of tangled limbs 
and dishevelled blonde tresses. 


EPILOGUE 

Wanda’s_ chief egghead, Sebastian 
Sapiens, and Grud, the Albanian chief 
jailer, were having a quiet drink and a 
chat in the latter's office just off the 
Great Hall of the von Kreesus sch/oss. 
They made an oddly contrasting couple : 
Sebastian, with his long thin frame and 
bulbous bald head; Grud, the evolving 
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were seated on the river bank after an 

unusually heavy lunch, and the topic of 
conversation was the same as it had been for 
days on end. Spring had come to the Piney 
Woods, and as the buds budded on the trees 
the animals grew randier and randier. 

“I'll never forget that little vixen who used to 
live down by the hollow tree,’” mused the fox. 
“Sensational legs, fantastic body and hotter 
than a firecracker in the old sack-a-roonie.” 

“I'll never forget that toadess who was around 
here last spring,” mused the toad. “Terrific build 
and keen as mustard—knew more variations 
than a three-handed pianist.” 

“I'll never forget that lady bear a couple of 
years ago,” mused the bear. “We spent more 
time in the hay than a couple of pitchforks.” 

With ever-increasing attention to detail and 
ever-increasing relish, the animals continued to 
recall their amorous adventures. 

Except, that is, for the badger. Through all the 
talk he sat in silence, staring gloomily, at the 
ground. Finally the others noticed that he hadn't 
joined in. 

“Come on, badger,” said the fox, ‘tell us a 
hot one.” ; 

“Yeah,” croaked the toad, “lay a real sizzler 
on us.” 

“| shall do nothing of the kind,” said the 
badger stiffly. “In my opinion, sexual relation- 
ships are a private matter and should not be 
discussed in public. Furthermore,” he added, 
“it is well known that those who talk most 
about sex are the least er... frequent ander... 
capable performers.” 

“Just a dang-blasted minute, buddy,” 
blustered the fox. “I’ve had more females than 
you've had hot dinners !” 

“Me, too!” said the toad. 

“Me, too!” said the bear. 

“In that case it is beyond me,” said the badger 
in his most aloof voice, “why you Don Juans 
waste time sitting here when a forest full of 
females awaits you.” 

“He’s got a point there, foxy,” said the toad. 

“Yeah,” said the fox, “I guess it’s about time 
to forget old memories and go make a few new 
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ones.” Whereupon he and the toad disappeared 
into the forest. The bear was about to depart as 
well when the badger said to him: ‘‘Bear— 
| wonder if | might speak with you a moment ?” 

“You'll have to make it quick,” said the bear. 
“You see, there's this...” 

“\ will make it,” interrupted the badger, “just 
as quick as | can. You are my best and oldest 
friend, are you not ?” 

“| suppose so,’ said the bear, “but | never 
lend money.” 

“This has nothing to do with money,” said 
the badger irritably. “This is a personal matter 
of the most... ah... delicate nature which | 
must get off my chest. Promise to tell no one 
what I’m about to tell you ?” 

“Cross my heart and hope to die,” said the 
bear, whose curiosity was now thoroughly 
aroused. 

“Very well then,” continued the badger. “The 
only reason | did not join in your spirited session 
of sexual recollections is that, frankly, | have 
nothing to recollect.” 

“Wazzat ?” said the bear. 

“To put it another way,” said the badger, “'l 
am inexperienced to the point of being wholly 
innocent.” 

“Huh 2” said the bear. 

“In other words,” said the badger, bracing 
himself for the terrible confession, “| am a 
virgin badger.’’ And with that he burst into tears. 

“There, there,” said the bear comfortingly, 
“after all, lots of animals are virgins.” 

“Name one,” moaned the miserable badger. 

This the bear was at a loss to do, so he 
ventured to change tactics. “Anyhow,” he said 
reassuringly, “yours is a situation that's easily 
put right. | mean, there must be plenty of lady 
badgers in the forest.” 

“Oh, there are!" cried the badger, ‘and these 
days | think of little else.” 

“So what's holding you back?” asked the 
bear. 

“There is,” said the badger darkly, “a physical 
impediment.” 

“What d’'you mean?” said the bear. 

“Let us just say,”’ said the wretched badger, 
“that my er... private extremities are dissimilar 


to those of other animals”. 

“| think I'm beginning to understand,” 
murmured the bear thoughtfully. “You mean 
you're...ah... under-endowed ?” 

“No,” said the badger, “though that would 
be infinitely preferable to the truth: the fact of 
the matter is that | am corkscrewed.” 

“What 2? cried the bear. “You don't mean— ?” 

“| do, indeed,” the badger assured him. 
“Perfectly normal, you understand, until . . . 
uh . . . aroused. Then— here the badger 
completed his thought by drawing a huge cork- 
screw in the air. ; ; 

“Gadzooks |“ cried the bear, ‘what a terrible 
thing to live with |" : 

“Just so,’ said the badger, ‘‘and | think, in 
the circumstances, that a certain amount of 
reticence vis-a-vis the opposite sex is under- 
standable.” 

“| see what you mean,” said the bear. 

“Still,” continued the badger, “better to have 
loved and lost than never to have loved at all. 
Doubtless ridicule awaits me, but spring is here, 
the demands of instinct are strong and I’m 
determined to have a go.” 

“Whatever | can do to help, old friend,’ said 
the bear sympathetically, “though I'm afraid it 
won't be much.” And for the next two hours he 
patiently explained all manner of sexual matters 
to the ingenuous ‘badger, who finally padded 
off to try his luck. 


One week later, the toad and the bear were 
having supper at the fox’s house. 

“I've never seen anything like it,” the fox was 
saying, ‘female badgers to the:left of me, 
female badgers to the right of me, female 
badgers underfoot and female badgers overhead 
—where the devil did they all come from ?” 

“And what's more to the point, said the 
toad, “why ?” 

“If you want my opinion,” said the bear, with 
a small and secret smile, “there's something 
very, very screwy going on.” 


MORAL: Straightening out one’s business is 
always difficult and sometimes inadvisable. 


Somebody recently quipped that when a young man goes off 


to college now he ought to be drawing combat pay. We could - 


add that he might also be wearing battle fatigues, combat 
boots and the tops of his long-john underwear. 

Much has changed since the day when “Ivy League” was 
a sartorial term, referring to a style of dress. College students 
today look more like migrant field workers than like the im- 
maculate pinch-faced clothing dummies down at Herman’s 
corner haberdashery, across from the campus gate. Gone are 
the buttons under their chins, those pristine, skinny, maroon 
and gold-striped neckties, and gone is the shine on their wing- 
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tipped cordovans. In fact, gone are wing-tipped cordovans. 

On and off campus and in and out of fashion, students are 
doing their own thing now, and we think that’s fine. Appar- 
ently, so do clothing manufacturers. Current styles are being 
made purposely to mix and match—corduroy and leather, can- 
vas and suede, burlap and satin. There are no rules. If it looks 
good and feels good, it’s right. $ 

With that thought in mind, we took Tommy Blanche and 
model Candy Clark off to Carl Kirchoff’s Greystone Farm in 
Glen Mills, Pennsylvania, and there in the quiet light of day 
we let them do their very own thing. 
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TOMMY RIDES TALLIN THE SADDLE IN HEAVY-DUTY RIBLESS CORDUROY JACKET, $35, AND ALL GLOVE- 
LEATHER, NYLON-LINED PANTS, $75, BOTH BY SILTON OF CALIFORNIA. WESTERN-STYLE SHIRT BY 
STROBE, $15, HIGH, PLAIN, SOFT-LEATHER BOOTS WITH ZIPPER SIDE CLOSURES, BY VERDE, $42.50, 
OPPOSITE: ALONER CUTS LOOSE FROM THE WILD BUNCH ON A HONDA. ALL WEATHER, NYLON-LINED 
MISTRAL CANVAS JACKET BY PETERS SPORTSWEAR, $25. TURTLENECK, TWISTING CABLE, ALL WOOL 
SWEATER BY DRUMMOND, $20. RUGGED CORDUROY SLACKS DESIGNED BY LUIS ESTEVEZ FOR JAYMAR, 
$35. ITALIAN-MADE LOW-CUT LEATHER BOOTS WITH BUCKLES AND SIDE ZIPPER BY VERDE, $35. 
OPENING PAGE: TOMMY’S ROUGH, TOUGH, DRY-CLEANABLE SUEDE LEATHER CPO SHIRT, THE SKIPPER, 
$95; COORDINATED, SLIGHTLY FLARED, BELTED TROUSERS, $90, BOTH MANNIE MANDEL “LEATHER 
COUNTRY” DESIGNS FOR CRESCO. LOW, BURNISHED LEATHER BOOTS MADE IN ENGLAND WITH SIDE 
ZIPPER CLOSURES, BY VERDE, $30. DUNEBUGGY CUSTOM BUILT BY L. THOMAS AND RAY FOX. 


“LEATHER-LOOK” SHIRT OF WASHABLE NYLON, WITH CORD LACE-UP COLLAR, BY DRUMMOND, $20. 
SUPER HEAVYWEIGHT RIBLESS CORDUROY CREATES VELVET LOOK IN TACKS FLARE II, FLARE-BOTTOM 
“LEESURES” BY H.D. LEE, $13.50. LEATHER BELT WITH HEAVY RING BUCKLE FOR QUICK FOLDOVER 
FASTENING, BY PARIS, $5. OPPOSITE: SEAT-LENGTH CORTEZ JACKET FEATURING “TAPESTRY LOOK” WITH 
LEATHER BUTTONS AND PURE WOOL PILE LINING AND COLLAR, BY LAKELAND, $60. BLUE AND NAVY 
TWIST FASTBACK FLARE SLACKS BY H.D. LEE, $12. LEATHER BELT WITH RING BUCKLE, FOLD-OVER 
FASTENING, BY PARIS, $5. PLAIN TOE, CINCH STRAP MANSFIELD BOOTS IN BURNISHED BREVITT BY 
BOSTONIAN, $25. CANDY CLARK’S CLOTHES BY KAMALI. 


O 1. Collegiate draw-string laundry bag (contents not included), $1.75 O 2. Mini Marcellino lightweight motor bike has top speed 
of 40 mph. Handlebars fold down and entire bike fits snuggly into its own carrying case. By Barcone Marine, $325.00 O 3. 
“Liquor Radio” is deceiving, carries everything but a tune. It holds a complete traveling bar including two fifths, two jiggers and two 
tumblers. Wetproof lining. By Hammacher Schlemmer, $20.00 0 4. Mini barbecue boasts baked-on enamel finish over bonderized 
steel. Grilling area 8%2”x13¥%2”. Top handle and latch for easy carrying. By Royal Chef, $9.45 0 5. Complete, self-contained tele- 
phone travels in an attaché case. Uses all 11 mobile channels offered by telephone companies throughout U.S. and Canada. Make 
or receive calls anywhere. Lease or purchase. By Melabs, $2550.00 0 6. AM/FM radio features double tuning control with subsequent 
instant program change. Built-in AM and FM aerials, FM automatic frequency control. Nine transistors. By Beylerian, $135.00 O 7. 
Miniature auto-boat-home refrigerator goes anywhere you need it. Powered by 12-volt car battery or plugs into standard household 
outlet. Durable scuffproof plastic box. By Fridgette, $60.00 0 8. Coronet Automatic 12 electric typewriter. 12-inch carriage with push 
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button return. Two changeable type bars. Naugahyde carrying case. By Smith-Corona, $201.50 O 9. Pandora is an AM/FM radio 
that lets you look as well as listen. Press top of set and out pops a 5” TV screen. Powered by built-in rechargeable batteries. By 
Panasonic, $179.95 0 10. Campaign chest houses new look in portable phonographs. Chest opens up to reveal automatic record 
changer with two 5%” air suspension speakers. By Magnavox, $139.00 0 11. “Anywhere” shower is powered by 12-volt, one amp 
D.C. pump that plugs into a cigarette lighter or runs off a battery pack. Unbreakable plastic unit folds down for storage in compact 28” 
case. By Mininome, $149.95 0 12. Homework is a breeze with this desk top computer. Purchase price includes two weeks training, 
membership in company’s users society and a raft of programs. By Digital, $4990.00 0 13. Battery operated color TV features 12” 
diagonally measured screen. Can also be plugged into electrical system of car, boat or private plane. By Hitachi, $369.95 0 14. 
English picnic basket includes table service for six plus three 16-ounce vacuum jugs, two sandwich boxes and five condiment jars. 
By Invento, $85.00 0 Table courtesy Beylerian. Og 
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HERE ARE FOUR GREAT PLACES 
TOSAY *ILOVE YOU? 


Pe simak, 


See your travel agent or mail to Mr. Mike Leven 
Director of Resort Sales, Sonesta Hotels 
22 Central Park South, New York, N.Y. 10019 


Well be saying “‘I'do" on (date). 


Please send us all the details on your four great places to say 
“lL love you. 


NAME 
ADDRESS 
CITY 
STATE 
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“If | could be any woman in 3 
history, | would be Eve—she was 
the first and yet the.ultimate 
woman’ 
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“Bon with a gift of laughter and a sense that all the world 
wasmad’’. Thischaracterization, borrowed from the work 
of the late romantic novelist Raphael Sabatini—who was des- 
cribing his ebullient creation Scaramouche—springs to mind 
on encountering Adrienne Delormé, the subject of these 
pictures. Adrienne, a Parisienne starlet, is one of those up- 
dated, inexorable individualists to whom life means living, 
and romance has more to do with adventure than with 
affairs of the heart. 

That her world is mad may be attested by a remarkable 
personal philosophy which puts the vagaries of self- 
exploitation above all other interests and ambitions. “To live, 
to feel, to know—these are the things that matter’, she avers. 
“To be an individual in this homogenized world, to do things 
that are mad, that have no meaning to anyone but yourself ; 
this is the only way to express the inner person, the real 
person’. 

Adrienne’s first love is painting: she attended the Eco/e 
des Beaux Arts in Rheims, where she was born and brought 
up, and then continued at the senior establishment in Paris. 
Her gift is inherited in part from a 19th-century forebear, the 


French artist Langlois. Art, however, means more to Adrienne than just painting: “It is a way of life. 
You can paint in your mind and in your heart. You need never touch a brush. You can experience 
beauty and lust and tenderness and all the refinements of love and nature and absorb them into your- 
self. You yourself become the canvas, and life and experience are the brush and palette. | love acting 
too, and someday | want to become a star. Acting is one way to express yourself as a living canvas. | 
cannot see why other actors and painters are not aware of this inter-relationship.”’ 

Her ambition to become an accomplished actress is further fostered by the success of her film-star 
husband, Yves Delormé. “Yves taught me how to divert my creative energies into serious acting. It 
was amore practical idea because, until we met, | was in the habit of finding small film parts just to 


pay the rent. | didn’t take it seriously and though acting is a perilous profession from the economic 
point of view itis far less perilous than painting’. 

To Adrienne, life is a series of surprises. “Everything is an adventure but you must have a sense of 
adventure to appreciate it. Everything | do, | do with zest. | will try anything once. If | do not know 
the outcome of a thing so much the better. Discovery is often its own best reward. My favorite 
person was Eve. Eve was the first and yet the ultimate woman. To her, everything was new and 
exciting. Life never lost its mystery. If | could be any woman in history | would be Eve—and do you 


know what ? | would take a bite from the apple too.’ Og 
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VoyeuR’© exhibitionist 

THE LAW LABELS THEM CRIMINAL OFFENDERS, BUT 
THE “PEEPING TOM” AND THE WOMAN WHO EXPOSES HERSELF IN PUBLIC 


HAVE SEXUAL PROBLEMS THAT DEMAND GREATER UNDERSTANDING. 
BY BERNHARDT J. HURWOOD 
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“For God's sake ... 1 swear, | don't 
know what made me do it!.../t was the 
only way | could relieve the tension... 
Something just came over me.” 


newspapers and court records all 

over the United States. They con- 
stitute the stock reaction of most sex 
offenders after they are caught. The 
sad fact is that they often are telling the 
truth. They really don’t know what 
made them commit the particular act 
that led to their arrest. 

New sexual freedom notwithstanding, 
voyeurism and exhibitionism are the 
most prevalent sexual offenses. Fifteen 
years ago nearly a quarter of all sex 
crimes fell into this category, and today 
the figure is even higher. Although the 
voyeur and the exhibitionist differ in 
their behavior, their aberrations are 
nothing more than opposite ends of the 
same scale. Many voyeurs admit having 
gone through exhibitionistic phases, 
and some exhibitionists readily acknow- 
ledge having started as peeping toms. 

What precisely is a voyeur ? He is not 
just an overly enthusiastic girl watcher. 
He is a man seized by an overpowering 
urge. to stealthily observe females un- 
dressing, or engaged—already un- 
dressed—in sexual activities or acts of 
excretion. 

Unquestionably this abnormal desire 
to peep or expose one’s own body for 
the purposes of sexual gratification 
appeared in man after he became 
civilized. Even today in societies where 
people are frequently or habitually un- 
clothed bodily shameis nonexistent, and 
so is such behavior. Among primitive 
peoples, as well as with our own fore- 
bears, numerous beliefs surrounding 
exposure and peeping can be found. 
The evil eye is nothing more than a 
variety of malevolent peeping with 
powerful side-effects. And as for ex- 
posure, there are hundreds of super- 
stitions related to deliberate exposure 
of the genitals for magical purposes. 
There is a voyeuristic basis to the 
famous English folk legend of Lady 
Godiva and Peeping Tom. Tradition has 
it that in 1040, during the reign of King 
Edward the Confessor, the Earl of 
Leofric, who was lord of Coventry, 
agreed to abolish an oppressive tax if 


G ‘rewepepers like these turn up in 
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“THE RISK OF GETTING CAUGHT 


MAKES IT EXCITING... 


| DON’T WANT TO GET CAUGHT 


BUT EVERY TIME | GO OUT 


I'M PUTTING MYSELF 


ON THE LINE’ 


his beautiful wife, Lady Godiva, would 
take a nude horseback ride through the 
town’s streets. The bluff, tossed lightly 
off as a coarse jest, was called by his 
wife, and word of Lady Godiva's im- 
pending public exposure on behalf of 
the people spread through the town 
immediately. Out of gratitude the towns- 
folk agreed to remain behind closed 
doors. Only “Thomas, an honest tailor,” 
was unable to hold himself back, and he 
peeped through a crack in his shutters— 
for which he was struck blind on the 
spot. At least that’s the way the story 
goes. 

It was a bit of bad luck for Peeping 
Tom that the supernatural intervened, 
for there was little risk of his being 
caught. Many of today’s voyeurs take 
unbelievable chances. Some have been 
shot as prowlers, and others have 
plunged from high places to their deaths. 
Those who get caught invariably exhibit 
a thorough awareness of potential 
hazards, but insist that such obstacles 
rarely stop them: if anything they en- 
hance the experience. One offender 
said to his psychiatrist, “The risk of get- 
ting caught makes it exciting ... | don't 
want to get caught, but every time | go 
out I’m putting myself on the line.” And 
like mail carriers, ‘neither snow nor rain, 
nor heat nor gloom of night” deters them 
from their appointed rounds. 

Voyeurs rarely seek psychiatric help 
unless it is forced on them by the courts, 
and most peepers when booked by 
police are charged with trespassing, 
disturbing the peace, attempted burg- 
lary, or other petty offenses. It is less 
trouble, it is cheaper, and less offensive 
to the police concept of public morality. 
Even the offenders themselves feel better 
about being treated as minor criminals, 
since it is far less embarrassing and 
infinitely more socially acceptable. They 
would invariably prefer to be regarded as 
ordinary lawbreakers than as sexual 
deviates. As one peeping tom told the 
officers who arrested him: ‘To be called 
a pervert is the worst sort of thing in the 
world.” 

One effect of these attitudes is a 
surprising lack of authoritative infor- 
mation on voyeurs and peepers. The 
average person regards the voyeur as “a 
harmless nut” or a “‘mild nuisance” who, 
as one man put it, “gets his jollies by 
watching the broads drop their drawers.” 
The few case histories that are available 


compel the conclusion that too many 
violent sex crimes stem from such a lax, 
uninformed attitude. 

Take the case of N.S., a 15-year-old 
youth who had displayed clear anti- 
social tendencies since early childhood. 
His solitary behavior was not surprising. 
Weighing over 200 pounds, he was fat, 
clumsy and, even worse, suffering from 
acute acne. He was arrested after having 
assaulted an acquaintance’s mother by 
hitting her over the head with a sock 
filled with pebbles. He explained that he 
had wanted to knock her unconscious in 
order to feel and look at her breasts. 
While being interviewed under sodium 
amytal he revealed how he had on a 
previous occasion reached through the 
window of a parked car and grabbed a 
woman’s breasts. 

The most astonishing aspect of this 
case is not the minor acts of assault he 
committed, but that a teenaged boy 
living in a fairly large American city 
could be so totally ignorant about sex.He 
had no idea of the male role in repro- 
duction, he was completely unaware of 
female genitalia, and had never heard of 
sexual intercourse. He had only the most 
shadowy ideas about the origin of babies. 
One was a vague notion that somehow 
“worthy women” were mysteriously 
impregnated by God, and that infants 
themselves issued somehow from the 
navel. He had no understanding of the 
relationship between his acts of violence 
and the powerful seminal ejaculations he 
experienced after committing them. It 
was the opinion of psychiatrists that 
this boy would undoubtedly have killed 
someone eventually had he not been 
caught at an early stage. 

A more highly developed case was 
that of E.P., aman of 33, who committed 
acts of voyeurism and exhibitionism. He 
first began peeping when he was 12. At 
that time he surreptitiously observed his 
parents during intercourse or peeked at 
his mother when she was undressing. 
There was no particular scene he regard- 
ed as ideal—as long as he was able to 
see a woman disrobe he was satisfied— 
and he always combined his peeping 
with masturbation. In time he began 
exposing himself before a window when 
women passed the house, recalling that 
he made it a point to examine their faces 
closely for reactions. When women 
ignored him he attained no gratification. 

While in the navy he was arrested 


twice on shore leave for acts of 
voyeurism. Though he _ occasionally 
engaged in normal sexual intercourse, he 
confessed that he found it less satisfying 
than peeping or self exposure. One night 
while out on what he termed an 
“expedition,” he stole something and 
got away with it. This added a new 
dimension of excitement. Before long he 
lost interest in both exposure and peep- 
ing, finding burglary far more gratifying. 
The satisfaction he obtained was purely 
sexual, because financially he was well 
enough off to have no need of the items 
he stole. 

A rare case of voluntarily seeking 
psychiatric help concerns G.B, a 30- 
year-old biochemist, never caught, 
who found himself spending all of his 
spare time seeking sexual stimulation. 
Presentabie and well educated, he had 
a good job and therefore was terribly 
afraid of being arrested. Consequently 
he loitered about parks, swimming 
pools and other public places where he 
could peep surreptitiously at scantily 
clad females. While so doing he re- 
lieved the tension that built up by 
masturbating. However, the sight that 
excited him most was a woman in the 
act of masturbation. He had a complete 
set of rules governing his sexual be- 
havior. First, and most important, the act 
had to be clandestine. Secondly, the 
female had to be a total stranger, and 
never aware that he was watching her. 
Finally, he had no interest in porno- 
graphy, cinematic or otherwise. G.B.’s 
desire to peep was so strong that sexual 
intercourse did not interest him. He had 
tried it and found it completely un- 
satisfactory. 

The breakthrough in his therapy 
came after he admitted, with embar- 
rassment, that he had not known that 
women defecated until he studied 
biology in college. He had associated all 
women with his mother, whom he held 
on a pedestal, and regarded as the 
ultimate symbol of cleanliness and 
virtue. He had considered faeces as so 
dirty that it never occurred to him that 
women were capable of producing 
them. Nor had it dawned on him that 
they might have any biological similar- 
ities to men. On gaining this insight he 
realized that his urge to peep always 
disappeared after he had a bowel move- 
ment, a function associated with in- 
fantile sexuality. Once he began to 


recognize these things and straighten 
out the proper relationships between 
male and female he underwent a rapid 
sexual maturation and overcame his 
problem. 

Case studies have revealed that, like 
television viewers, voyeurs’ preferences 
in viewing vary. Some are satisfied by 
observing specific portions of the female 
body while others prefer to watch 
activities. It is in their backgrounds that 
a pattern of similarity emerges. Nearly 
all voyeurs lack early sexual training. 
Despite the guilt, shame, and anxiety 
accompanying their behavior, they are 
driven by compulsions too overpower- 
ing to resist. Their need for the surrep- 
titious element is so intense that they 
rarely show interest in socially accept- 
able voyeuristic activities, such as strip 
shows, nude photographs, open girl- 
watching, or reading pornography. Even 
hardcore pornography and live sex 
exhibitions are scorned by voyeurs. The 
gratification they achieve from clan- 
destine peeping becomes a substitute 
for the sex act. 

Psychiatrists and psychologists are 
cautious about making inflexible judge- 
ments on voyeurism, but they are 
emphatic about one thing. The puritani- 
cal heritage has much to do with the 
causative factors. The most obvious 
common denominator among voyeurs 
and exhibitionists is their shocking lack 
of early sex education and their distorted 
ideas of sex in general. All children go 
through a period of innocent but intense 
sexual curiosity. It was the theory of the 
late Dr. Alfred Kinsey that this natural 
interest developed more strongly in boys 
because of the greater care taken by 
parents in covering young girls. And 
whether adults care to recognize the 
fact or not, when they stifle instinctive, 
sexually oriented inquisitiveness, child- 
ren tend to repress their normal sex 
drive. Consequently, depending on in- 
dividual cases, such repression often 
leads to one or more sexual deviations. 

The seeming passivity of voyeurs is 
challenged by some experts. Dr. Irvin D. 
Yalom, a Baltimore psychiatrist, con- 
ducted a study a few years back in 
which he found active sadistic elements 
in voyeurism. He found instances in 
which the acts of voyeurism constituted 
a rebellion against mothers with strong 
anti-sexual attitudes. One patient, during 
therapy, interpreted his own voyeurism 


as a means of punishing women for 
what he considered their carelessness 
about nudity. If we were to follow this 
line of reasoning, voyeurs who go on to 
violent acts are symbolically rebelling 
and taking revenge. To go one step 
further, a peeping tom can conceivably 
become jaded by mere peeping and go 
on to seek greater thrills in burglary, 
arson, rape and murder. 

Though there are no cases on record of 
female voyeurs, there are some dealing 
with exhibitionism. B.G., a 33-year-old 
housewife, experienced seizures from 
time to time during which she would 
raise her skirt, spread her legs apart and 
rub her lower abdomen with slow, 
sensuous hand motions. Under therapy 
she confessed to sexual excitement 
during these seizures, for she never com- 
pletely blacked out. Often when the 
attacks came on, she did not wear 
underclothing, and when the therapist 
suggested that there might be a con- 
nection between this and the seizures 
themselves she became resentful. Her 
condition, she declared, was some form 
of epilepsy. It was medically determined 
at the beginning of her treatment, how- 
ever, that she was definitely not 
epileptic. 

Her exhibitionism was rooted in other 
grounds. Her mother had been domine- 
ering, harsh, and abusive and had 
rarely shown her daughter affection. Sex 
education too was entirely overlooked. 
Recalling her first menstrual flow, B.G. 
said that she had been terrified because 
she was totally unprepared for it. Yet, 
instead of offering the girl an explana- 
tion, her mother had merely pronounced 
it to be a “great secret’’ that had to be 
hidden from men at ali costs. Worse yet, 
the woman said nothing about it being a 
regular bodily function. Consequently 
the next month the girl was frightened 
deeply again. As a direct result she de- 
veloped feelings of guilt and anxiety 
about all sexuality. 

In this loveless atmosphere she will- 
ingly entered into a sexual relationship 
with a 30-year-old man who boarded in 
her house when she was only 14. The 
man treated her with gentleness and 
affection, and sexual intercourse gave 
her genuine pleasure. But fresh com- 
plications arose in the form of additional 
guilt feelings. She began wishing her 
mother would die so that she could con- 
tinue her idyllic romance without fear of 
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discovery. By the time she got married 
she had become frigid. Identifying her 
husband with her father, she regarded 
sexual relations with him as incestuous 
and unpleasant. She was thoroughly un- 
demonstrative and explained it by saying 
that if she showed her husband love he 
would take her for granted and eVentu- 
ally leave her. Eventually her therapy 
proved successful, and she came to 
understand that her seizures were 
symbolic expressions of sexual frust- 
ration. Sex had had so many unpleasant 
overtones for her that she found herself 
obtaining gratification only in a situation 
that permitted her to enjoy it without 
fear of punishment or guilt. Once she 
gained the needed insight she overcame 
her problem. 

An extreme and tragic case was that 
of a 20-year-old man, D.S., whose family 
background was, to state the case 
mildly, a mess. After two unsuccessful 
marriages, his mother decided against a 
third and began sleeping with her son. 
By the time he was 15 she had begun 
regular incestuous relations with him 
and she kept it up until he left home for 
military service. After being sent over- 
seas he attempted suicide for the first 

‘time and was diagnosed as suffering 
from a severe manic depressive 
psychosis. 

By the time he was 21 he was out of 
the Marines and sleeping with his 
mother again. Next he entered a theo- 
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logical seminary intending to become a 
missionary, but he married a fellow 
student who unfortunately was frigid. 
The mother constantly interfered out of 
jealousy because her own sex life had 
been disrupted, and tried hard to wreck 
the marriage. 

Shortly after failing in his studies he 
began exposing himself to his sister-in- 
law on a regular basis until it became 
necessary to hospitalize him. He broke 
down completely, becoming irrational, 
incoherent, and threatening suicide 
again. In lucid moments he admitted his 
incest and told how he had begun 
exposing himself in front of windows 
when he was 14, laughing wildly and 
masturbating furiously whenever women 
displayed reactions of shock. Though 
his mother was the chief cause of his 
problem, he had the common lack of 
early sexual training. The frustrations he 
encountered in the Marines, his un- 
successful marriage and subsequent 
failure in his studies aggravated his con- 
dition and finally caused him to crack up. 

Exhibitionism seems to be sympto- 
matic of modern Western culture—it 
could not have existed in ancient times 
when the genitalia were adored as in- 
struments of procreation and pleasure. 
It could be said that the basic drive of the 
exhibitionist is toward self-destruction, 
since his behavior leads inevitably to 
punishment. Exhibitionists as a rule con- 
form to what they like to regard as 
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highly “moral” behavior, and often are 
diligent churchgoers. They tend to be 
inhibited against open discussions about 
sex, but this can be traced directly to ap- 
prehension about involving themselves 
in topics of which they know little or 
nothing. Their overall personalities tend 
to be stubborn, conceited, and generally 
unpleasant. They are quick to display 
resentment and hostility, as though they 
wish to avenge themselves for the un- 
happiness they felt in childhood. They 
are prone to throw temper tantrums, be- 
come hypochondriacs, and _ display 
suicidal impulses. Such characteristics 
make them difficult to reach and 
complicate therapy. 

In general they have had mother pro- 
blems, little or no affection in child- 
hood, and like their first cousins, the 
voyeurs, skimpy sex education, if any at 
all. They are generally afraid of women, 
their apprehensions ranging from fear of 
infection to fear of impotence. Thus, 
they are driven to seek sexual release at 
a distance. 

It is safe to assert that for the most 
part exhibitionists, though sometimes 
annoying or embarrassing to others, are 
relatively harmless unhappy persons. 
This cannot be said of voyeurs. Whereas 
the exhibitionist leans toward timidity 
and shyness in his sexual behavior, the 
voyeur is aggressive, hostile, and given 
to violence. The two forms of behavior 
are difficult to prevent, although among 
the younger generation, particularly the 
hippies, they are less prevalent. Psycho- 
therapy has helped some _ individuals 
but as yet there has been no “magic 
bullet” to guarantee results. But if any- 
thing can come close to a panacea it 
would seem to be universal, intelligent, 
sex education begun at a sufficiently 
early age to prevent the hangups that 
are inevitable without it. Ot—g 


Sources, among others: Dr. Oskar Guttman, 
“Exhibitionism”, a contribution to sexual 
psychopathology based on 12 cases of 
exhibitionism. (Journal of Clinical & Experi- 
mental Psychopathology). Dr. Edmund Bergler, 
“Voyeurism”. (Archives of Criminal Psycho- 
dynamics, 2: 211-226). Dr. K. M. Bowman, “The 
Problem of the Sex Offender’ (American 
Journal of Psychiatry, 108: 250-257). Dr. 
Irvin D. Yalom, “Aggression and Forbiddenness 
in Voyeurism” (American Medical Association 
Archives of General Psychiatry 3: 305-319). 
Dr. N. Rickles, “Exhibitionism” (Journal of 
Social Therapy 1:168-182). 


GROOM AT THE TOP 


BY RON BUTLER 


Tuxedoes for 
the opulent age 


Remember when renting a tuxedo was 
about as jolly as having root canal work 
done on your teeth ? For $12 or so, you 
got a scruffy, moth-ridden After Six 
reject with loose threads and alteration 
chalk all over it. No matter how hard 
you yanked and tugged, the lining kept 
sagging out from under the cuff or down 
in the back, under the tail, like an un- 
wanted shadow in a photograph. And 
God or Howard Hughes help you if you 
so much as splashed mariniere sauce on 
the satin or jammed the zipper. Inevit- 
ably, the “Ricardo Montalban darling” 
-style cummerbund had an eye or a 
hook missing, so you had to leave the 
thing in the box, meaning you could 
never unbutton your jacket, which 
didn’t fit in the first place. And your clip- 
on bowtie—they still haven't improved 
it much—kept falling into your date’s 
decolletage. 

But you had to rent. Who could 
actually go out and buy a tuxedo that 


Wess" 


gop 


Jumpsuit tux for one appearance 


you'd only wear once or twice a year, to 
the senior class Musher’s Ball or, If you 


really moved in the right circles, the | 
annual New Year's Eve party at the | 


Elk’s Club. To this day, | still feel guilty 
about the time when | was being fitted 
for a rental to wear to the big Home- 
coming Dance at the University of 
Arizona; | spotted a tag on an already 
altered tux with the name on it of a guy 
| hated. He was a big handsome Greek 
fellow who was dating a_ fantastic- 
looking girl | was convinced | could 
have been dating had this guy gone to 
Boulder or UCLA or some other school. 
Anyway, on an impulse, | switched his 
tag from a size-40 regular tux to one 


that was size-44 long. | give him credit. | 


He came to the dance that night, all 
right, but he looked like Toulouse- 
Lautrec. 

Today, when anything fromthe month- 
ly PTA meeting to cocktails at Alice's 
tends to be formal, tuxedo renting is 
pretty much a thing of the past. Most 
men own their own and, in some cases, 
have as many as three or four dinner 
jackets hanging in the closet, of various 
colors, weights and fabrics for different 
times of the year and different occasions. 
Even men nowadays don’t want to show 
up at a fancy-dress ball wearing some- 
thing that everybody’s seen. In fact, 
such diverse formal wear requirements 
have given rise to yet a new form of 
tuxedo-renting—elegant, wild, way-out 
tuxedoes to be worn once and never to 
be seen again, at least not on the same 
man. This is an opulent age we live in. 

One such concern is Jack Silver's at 
3 West 61 Street, in Manhattan, close to 
New York's busy Colosseum where out- 
of-town businessmen scurry about with 
their names in clear plastic stuck to their 
lapels, like little boys with hand- 
scribbled notes. Upstairs over the Tepper 
Galleries (We Pay Highest Prices for 
Antiques, Bric-a-brac, Silver, Persian 
Rugs, Art Objects, Pianos, Paintings and 
Tapestries. Courteous Prompt One- 
Hour Service), Jack Silver's is not a 
fancy place. And Jack Silver, who came 
from Germany and has been in the 
business for 45 years isnota fancy man. 

But velvets, satins and brocades, his 
tuxedoes are out of this orbit. They 
come in all styles, from frontier to 
Edwardian. And they're expensive, $65 
and up for a one-night or weekend 
rental. (He has cheaper outfits for the 
senior prom crowd, and he also handles 
an advanced line by After Six. Most of 
his clients were show people in the 
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The effervescent dynamics of force- 
ful, complete man-woman love re- 
lationship. The natural, quasi-erotic 
realism of the mature French intel- 
ligence. Rodin created as no other 
sculptor dared. Decades of women 
have risen to the eternal challenge 
embodied in these singular conver- 
sational entremets of most deli- 
cious entertainment. Faithfully 
exacting in the reproduction of an- 
tique bronze finish, these figures are 
yours at a modest price. A wonder- 
ful gift idea. Each selection $9.95 
plus $1.00 for postage and han- 
dling. Buy two or more, postage 
free. (And you, you dog, will have 
both of them waiting for her!) 
Send check or money order indicat- 
ing selection(s) to: 
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you have a lot going for you. Almost two extra inches 
to help you measure up. Bold contemporary 
styling for self-assurance—poise. Be as 
tall as you feel, naturally. Great quality 
too. The best. With Elevators on 

your feet and that gleam in your 
eye she'll know you're up to 
something. Keep her on her 
toes ... with Elevators. 
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beginning, night-club comics who got a 
sudden spot on the Johnny Carson 
Show and wanted to go there looking 
like Monty Rock Ill. Now, everybody's 
renting and raving. 

The place was mobbed on the day | 
visited, but | managed to find Mr. Silver 
out in back, where his 11 tailors work, 
packing up a dozen lush custom-style 
all-grey velvet outfits to be air-expressed 
off to a wedding party in Capri. When | 
asked the rental price of that particular 
job, he didn’t tell me, but his eyebrows 
unconsciously arched like two wavy 
lines through a fat dollar bill. 

The whole idea, of course, is that men 
can now rent a two-, three- or four- 
hundred dollar formal outfit, complete 
with see-yourself patent leather shoes, 
ruffled shirt and floppy tie, for a fraction 
of what it would cost to buy. In the 
process, Silver has struck gold. 


Underwear for 
the space age 


Skiers, boaters and jocks in general can 
say goodbye forever to soggy bottoms — 
wet, creepy, crawly underwear. New 
from The Larson Company comes a line 
of men’s shorts designed specifically 
for NASA‘s Apollo Astronauts and now 
available to the public. 

Made of “‘Astrolon,”’ a combination of 
scientifically developed fibres in a new 
texturized fabric, the undergarments 
when wet—even when crumpled up and 
stuffed into a bucket of water—dry com- 
pletely in about four and a half minutes. 
They offer previously unheard of sup- 
port and comfort. 

“Frankly,” says Mrs. Phyllis Larson, 
moon-eyed fortyish Canadian inventor 
and industrial scientist who designed 
the fabric and the shorts, “this means 
the end of clinging underwear.’ A boon 
to men who sit behind desks or travel 
considerable distances by plane, rail or 
auto, or who do yard-work on weekends, 
Orbiters, as they are called, feel fresh all 
the time. 

“NASA asked me if | could create an 
undergarment that would fit, be light- 
weight, have control qualities, be 
abrasion-free, and relieve ‘statis,’ cramip- 
ing caused by sitting too long in one 
place,” says Mrs. Larson, known. pre- 
viously for her work as an_ elastic 
modulation specialist. ‘We found the 
answer in Astrolon, which ‘wicks’ 
moisture away from the skin, much like 
cigarette lighter wicks absorb fluid. Also, 
the new fabric has yarn filaments of a 
very soft, light quality, to insure non- 
abrasiveness.” 

Packaged in a zipper bag, Orbiters, if 
you want to blast off and buy a few, 
retail at $4.50 in the hipper style, $5 for 
briefs and $5.50 for shorts. 
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CONTINUED FROM PAGE 32 


“Want a lift?” Ofcourse the woman saw Ursula, and of 
course she had to calculate whether someone wasn't making 
a bad mistake about why she was standing there. But 
Michael's manner, or tone, must have assured her. 

“A (lift, sir? | wouldn’t mind a bit of that, sir, if you're going 
my way. Waiting for a friend what's stood me up, | was. | 
wouldn't mind a ride, sir.” 

It seemed odd to Ursula that the woman got into the back 
seat of the car without anything being said about where she 
would like to be driven. Odder that Michael should now begin 
to swing the car around several blocks, circling one after an- 
other, pointlessly, going nowhere, while none of the three of 
them said a word. 

The woman lit another cigarette. After 20 minutes she said, 
very softly: “| have a very cozy place, | have. It’s warm there 
onachill night, ducks. I’m very comfortable in me room.” 

Again silence. Ursula was passing through cycles of 
suspicion, anxiety, and excitement. Her face was frozen. She 
was listening. Sniffing. 

“Where ?”” Michael asked. 

“You passed it just then,love. Back in the block before 
this.” 

They parked where the woman had indicated. Still without 
a word between Michael and Ursula, they followed her 
upstairs. They mounted three flights above a shuttered pawn- 
shop. The electric fixtures in the stairwell were made over 
from gas lights. The smell of the building was timeless. It was 
the smell of mildew in cottons and woollens, smell of fire- 
places and gas burners, packing crates and dust. It was the 
smell of life, but not the present life. The life of another time, 
perhaps, persisting changeless. Without freshness or stir. 
A strange sort of tomb life, Ursula’s nostrils told her. 

She had still not seen the face under the great-brimmed hat. 
The body that climbed ahead of them was that of a woman 
50 at least and gone to fat. 

In her room there was another smell, more vicious and 
intoxicating. It was a smell like that of the Thames flats when 
the tide is out and all the accumulations of discard and loss 
lie exposed. The rubble, trash, and remnants of a horde of 
lives. When the water falls away, one sees old boots and 
bicycle frames, covers of books, and the bones of small 
animals lying where they have fallen from the swarming 
business of the city. An uncounted, numberless parade of men 
had passed through this room. The smell of it was a memorial 
to them all. Each had left something commonplace and secret 
in his passage. 

The whore took off her wet coat and hat. When she turned 
they saw her face for the first time. They knew then that she 
was even older than her figure suggested. She wore no 
makeup, as if understanding that would no longer help. But 
for all her dowdy appearance, she was perfectly assured. Her 
eyes beamed assurance. She was not afraid of being scorned 
as a woman. She knew what she was up to, whether they did 
or not. 

“A drop of whiskey, loves ? I'll put on the fire...” 

They took the whore’s whiskey. Michael sat down on the 
broken-springed couch opposite the bed. Ursula saw no 
place she would want to sit, so remained standing. The whore 
was not hurrying them to move or speak. Utterly placid she 
waited and enjoyed her drink. 

“ere then. I’ve something to show you for giggles,”’ the 
old woman said. Moving easily for someone of her bulk, she 
rose to the cupboard above her gas burner. From among the 
chipped china, painted with roses, she took a parcel that 
looked like a miniature harp wrapped in a clean cloth. She put 
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it in Ursula’s free hand. 

“It's called ‘The Young Man’,” she said. ‘‘Some calls it that. 
I've heard it called other things, in other countries. Go ahead. 
‘ave a peep at it.” 

Ursula looked to Michael for instruction. He gave no sign 
of what she was to do. She shook her head and handed the 
parcel back. 

“I'll give yer a hand with it,” the old woman said. With a 
deft tug she pulled away the cloth wrapping and exposed 
what looked—at first—to Ursula like an ivory horseshoe. 

She held it balancing in her hand, and then began to laugh 
at Ursula’s expression. She ran her circled thumb and fore- 
finger down one prong of the object to show its smoothness 
as it slid from their structure. 

Of course Ursula knew she was being tested. She meant 
to be game. As always. She put her hand on the other prong 
of the ivory device. ‘’Ah, it’s cold,” she said. 

“To be sure. It’s cold now.” 

“Is this what you told me about? Is it called a double 
dildo ?” She was satisfied that her question to Michael was 
delivered in a level voice. Unflappable Ursula. 

Michael was letting the whore answer. She said, “‘I like it 
better when it’s called ‘The Young Man.’ You'll see, dearie.”’ 

“VIE... 2 Ursula meant that she had seen it. “Michael, it's 
been very interesting. Truly it has. The whiskey was just what 
was Called for. Shan’t we go along now ?” 

He didn’t answer. He was relaxed and waiting for the 
decision to happen—not to make it himself. Ursula was look- 
ing toward him when she felt the cold ivory tip against the 
warm of her leg, felt it hook the hem of her skirt and lift. 

Then she fled out the door and down the stairs. 


Miche: stayed. It did not even occur to him to wonder if 
Ursula would get home all right, though he had the car 
keys in his pocket. Ursula had made her decision to run. He 
was still waiting. 

The whore was patient. She now sat at the table, which 
seemed to serve for preparing and eating food, as a dressing 
table, a book shelf, and storage for her excess clothes. 

From his silence she might have feared him. Ax murderers 
and psychotics with a mission to punish sin sit as silent as he 
was, choking on their admonitions to repent before they haul 
a weapon from under their coats. She was not afraid. Like 
a fortune-teller, she relied on signs and tokens. She listened 
to his silence, coming to know him as one among all the men 
to whom she had ministered. 

When he finished his whiskey she glided across the room 
to him. With a movement of intense economy she unzipped 
his fly. “ere!” she said and brought his hand beneath her 
skirt. The hair between her legs was astonishingly, shockingly 
soft, like the fur of a wild rabbit. She chuckled as he touched 
it, Knowing it surprised and pleased him. 

His cock and balls lay in her worn hand like something she 
had gathered from the garden. With a black, uneven thumb- 
nail she edged the foreskin back from the tip. She wet her 
lips with a gray tongue. 

With a commanding nudge from the edge of her hand she 
made his erection leap—then gentled it back into firm 
flexibility. She controlled the organ like a thought. She did 
not know Michael Cobb, but she knew what she held. Knew 
it better, perhaps, than she knew her own body. The phallus 
—anyone’s, everyone’s—was her art. She could make it 
prance like a stallion, flutter like a dove. 

“Thus,” she said. “With your girl, you must give it to her 
thus.” She was like a wolf mother teaching her cub how it 
must survive. ‘And like this. And so. Or thus. You see?” In 
her hand, instructed by her fingers, the blunt and helpless 
shape became as nimble as a fencer’s blade. ‘He'll do what 
yer wants if you know what you wants. She'll teach yer what 
yer wants if you'll follow her.” She was hidden beneath the 
drab skirt still, but she opened and drew his fingers through 
the rabbit-fur down. Stress and stroke of velvet, almost un- 
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endurable to his sensitive finger tips. 

“See him now? He's learning. He’s after. He'll follow!” 

His hands, wise in anatomy, were foolish as a child's in the 
motherly assurance of her open body. He read things with 
his fingers. They were skillful in art as in surgery. What they 
were learning in her warm juices, curves, and veils of tissue 
was strange and beautiful as an ancient language. An 
explorer in a dark tomb might find under his fingertips that 
carved scroll of an alphabet and guess at a meaning his 
rational mind could not decipher. It was like that. 

“And when you have some cold beauty, yer must do this,” 
she instructed. 

“Yes,” he said, marveling that it seemed so natural and yet 
was something neither he nor his flesh had ever thought to 
try. 

“Will you lie on me then ?” she said demurely. 


Tr sight of her body in the yellow light from the lightbulb 
horrified him. It was too ghastly different from the miracles 
of touch and suggestion that had made him tender, that had 
made him put down the shield and armor of defensive 
personality. As a medical student he had seen cadavers 
pulled with hooks from the tanks of brine. As a doctor he had 
seen mutilations and death wounds. Now he saw the living 
body of a woman that had endured everything and prevailed 
against it. It was a body risen from the tomb of her wicked, 
impoverished life, not by supernatural resurrection, but by 
the sheer female will to persevere and triumph. 

Her discolored tits hung to her navel. The unmatched 
nipples were darker than shoe leather. The ripples of gray fat 
around her thighs were scribbled over with veins, as if a 
passing army had written all its signatures here in memoriam. 

The shock to his eyes and their esthetic sensibilities was 
severe. It was as if he were being simultaneously scalded and 
frozen. Was she showing herself to punish his eyes, to 


punish him for lust? His eyes burned painfully, as if from an 
allergy in the musty, odorous room. 

No. She was not controlling him now as she had been a 
while before. Exposed in all her visible ugliness she stood 
wavering between defiance and shame. Expecting him to 
laugh. Preparing abusive language if he should. Or maybe 
tears. 

For a moment it was undecided. He could pay her and walk 
out. He chose to go to her as he had chosen to meet the others 
in whatever depths they inhabited. He moved to her and her 
bed—not in lust, nor in pity either, but with a strangely 
gallant confidence that they might make each other whole. 

The results were uncanny. When he lay with her in the 
darkness the room that had been so tawdry and full of stink, 
was filled with sweetness, intense, like bursting blossoms. All 
was new. Their bodies fresh, their mingling breaths sweet. 
The tough, aged whore—old enough to expect no more 
surprises in life—gave a choked, girlish giggle of surprise. 

“What's happening ?” Michael asked. 

She laughed aloud, as if she knew but would not tell him 
yet. She let his hands move over her as if they were releasing 
her from the decrepit body as her own hands had peeled off 
her shabby clothes. It was like a wedding night for them 
both. She gave him the stored and cherished essence of her 
sex like a bride giving over the secret years of her maiden- 
hood to the man she has waited for. She gave him of her 
experience, as if there had been no reason to glean it except 
this. 

He responded to everything. The flesh did not fall away. It 
was transfigured. The vocabulary of the senses was changed 
and in the change they described the flesh in new ways. At 
no time after he entered her could he have said how many 
bodies lay on that bed. Sometimes he thought there were 
three—the third a figure that was both male and female, 
complete in itself and capable of all the acts the others 
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required. He and the woman wrapped this figure in their 
arms and legs. Or there was only one. It wrapped them in a 
body reincarnated from their bodies. 

With the senses changed, the sense of isolation and alone- 
ness that each man lives with was gone. He was with men. 
He seemed to encounter the multitude of nameless ones who 
had lain where he lay now. Their bellows and whimpers, 
sighs and lust-words, humor and determination were com- 
municated to him with a force comparable to their actual 
presence. There were no barriers of time. This was his first 
sex when he was 14. This was every woman. She had no 
name. 


\" the middle of that night, while they were resting apart, the 
! woman leaned up on her elbow and said, “| thought when 
| got in the car you was another one.” 

“Another one what ?” 

She laughed at him and poked him with her finger, as if he 
knew very well what she meant. He was only teasing her by 
pretending ignorance. But after a while she went as far with 
explanation as to say: ‘That you was one of us.” 

sOneot. 2 

“One who knew.’ Her words were limited and cryptic, but 
they were modulated by genital play and the significant 
odor of that sweat that comes only with lust enhanced by 
lust. She skirmished for his cock, crying and praying and 
licking his legs from knee to crotch... and laughing with the 
joy of the struggle. Her timing perfected his. He submitted 
to her certainty. He let her lead him beyond lust into regions 
no more and no less strange than the erotic wellsprings of 
his male self. 

This woman of women, the ancient and battered con- 
densation of her sex, taught him what the tribal women must 
have taught their sons on the communal floor of cave or 
forest in the fearful dawn times before history or even folklore 
or spoken language itself was at hand to make any report of it. 
She brought her distended and clutching cunt to his face and 
taught him to ignore the bestial flaws of flesh in coming to 
the vital and ageless sexual center of another being. When 
his erection was spent, her cunt urgently distended to grasp 
and lead the limp thing in to swell again with its own 
urgency. In the stink and fervor of their coupling she led him 
to understand that complete abasement is nature's trick for 
renewal, for bringing to birth forms of mind and flesh the 
skeptical mind would never foresee. In their utter yielding to 
each other they took unguessable strength—as of a single 
creature thrusting itself by newborn will into an element that 
would sustain its life before. 


Near morning the woman said: “Yer gal was lovely, she 
was. Pity she would not stay. We could've taught ‘er. ‘Tis too 
late now.” 

Too late for Ursula, and too late for herself. That was what 
the woman meant. Too late for herself, she meant, because 
flesh is the door through which the knowledges and strength 
of purely fused sex must return to the world, and this crone’s 
flesh was too decrepit to sustain the return. Too late for 
Ursula or fine young beauties like her, because though they 
wanted to give themselves to a man, they wanted to give 
themselves by themselves, at their own will as a gift or 
sacrifice. The supreme transformation could never happen 
that way. Male and female had to battle and encourage each 
other in total recklessness or it would never happen. 

“Never mind, my lad. You'll find the right one,”’ the woman 
promised. 

She gave him the power to believe the promise. Then, and 
thereafter, as best he could, he believed in the paradox 
revealed to him then. With the coming of daylight, the glory 
of the knowledge shrank back into the shadowed places of 
his mind—not so far back as always before; not so far it 
would not come leaping out again like a half-domesticated 
wolf-dog at his call. 

There in the brightening room the wasted, shabby body of 
the whore lay beside him like a discarded bundle of garments. 
He slipped from the room without waking her. But... the 
evil smells he noticed when he arrived last night had been 
replaced. His nostrils registered scents of balsam, heather, 
wild roses, and damp warm sand—as if the sense of smell at 
least still registered a different setting than his skeptical eyes. 


T woman's promise was never fully kept, he realized, even 
when he had Cecile and believed that ‘the right one’ had 
come into his hands. Or when he, in turn, taught her what 
tribal parents in the dawn times must have taught their 
daughters. 

But what followed from the night's revelation was a 
profound and finally-determined change in his life-style. It 
might have been hardly visible to his friends. But now he 
lived with the certainty that the qualities, habits, and con- 
nections of Michael Cobb were to be put at the disposition of 
a regenerative force among the unhappy men and women 
around him. Outwardly, little changed. Inwardly everything. 

What the woman and he had known together was not a 
way to evade reality—like the evasions of hallucinatory drugs 
—but a way to touch it on another slope, to come into the 
world by doors thinly papered over by civilization. In effect 
she had said to him: You shall handle women and men, too, 
the way you handle me. Know them, handle them, be with 
them by going straight for the sexual center that underlies 
their vanities of personality. 

It followed from the insights she gave him that social 
words and gestures are only as good as their correspondence 
with those primeval signs still linked alive to the sexual centers. 
Hereafter he learned better how to listen in anyone’s speech 
for the living signals. He practiced how to make people hear 
in a babble of conversation those few words that had the 
authenticity of signs like fire or a blade’s edge. He sent his 
signals uut in camouflaged packages of meaning floated on 
the tide of London small talk. 

From the woman he had heard: Teach your gal to com- 
mand by begging. Teach men to command women by their 
manliness, and they'll stop bothering each other with their 
ranks and offices. And if they won't listen to you—make them 
listen. She had given him the crucial hint how this might be 
done. He was ingenious in going on from the hint. 

From the time he had looked at her hideous nakedness he 
needed his dark glasses more regularly. There was an in- 
curable stinging in the conjunctival tissues that would never 
quite heal. She taught himtogo beyond trusting his eyes. O+-—g 


Reprinted by permission of Bernard Geis Associates from Doctor Cobb’s Game 
© 1970 by R. V. Cassill 
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DIPLOMA DEALING 


ee In any other industry, those who contribute to higher 
productivity are rewarded with higher incomes. In 
the university, the rules of the game are reversed. Q@® 


CONTINUED FROM PAGE 26 


instructor, no matter how incompetent 
or unimaginative, cannot be discharged 
once hired. 

In the new universities, junior faculty 
members have banded together and by 
block voting now dominate the govern- 
mental machinery. A consequence of 
this power grab is that the senior faculty 
tends to withdraw from active participa- 
tion in university affairs. If decisions are 
to be solely based on the self-interest 
of a larger junior faculty, senior profes- 
sors soon conclude that they can use 
their time more profitably in writing, 
researching or consulting. So more 
power becomes concentrated in the 
hands of the unstable militants and the 
mediocre moderates who can find no 
better use for their time than to 
collaborate. 

The disorders that have swept the 
campuses are rooted in the anomalies of 
university organization, the confusion 
about its economic role, and the failure 
of the faculty to assume responsibilities. 
But the outbreaks of violence would be 
less persistent if the university trustees 
and administrators—presidents, chan- 
cellors, deans and so forth—were neither 
derelict in their duty nor tacitly colla- 
borating with the militant minority who 
precipitate outbreaks of violence. 

About trustees there is little good that 
can be said, and very little said at all. 
The trustees are supposed to be the 
legal representatives of the taxpaying 


public which in turn is the owner of the 
publicly supported universities. But saye 
for times of severe crisis, the putative 
guardians of the public interest bow to 
the wishes of the university admini- 
strators. 

With a few honorable exceptions, 
university presidents have encouraged 
violence by rewarding rather than 
punishing the offenders. The typical 
prexy, a middle-aged man who may 
harbor recollections of a once-radical 
past, seeks to avoid trouble and pub- 
licity. The cardinal operating rule is to 
avoid calling in the police, who may 
inflict injuries or death in physical con- 
tacts with students. Operating under 
that constraint virtually assures capitu- 
lation to militant demands. 

Guilt and blackmail also play roles, as 
illustrated by the struggles over black 
studies. First those who demanded 
black-studies courses rode roughshod 
over the skeptics who questioned the 
need for separate courses and raised 
embarrassing questions about their in- 
tellectual content. Following the institu- 
tion of the new courses, the militants 
then demanded a voice, a veto power 
over the hiring of special instructors for 
them. And in phase three, the campaign 
was widened by a demand that the 
university guarantee automatic admis- 
sion for a fixed number of black 
students. There may be a legitimate 
place for serious black studies but they 
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are not growing out of the current wave 
of coercive activities. 

In each phase of that campaign, the 
blackmailing threat of force was com- 
bined with skilful exploitation of white 
guilt. Those who opposed black studies 
were immediately denounced as 
“racists”, sometimes as ‘‘racist pigs’. 
Administrative offices were occupied, 
and the response in most instances was 
to do nothing, hope that the local press 
would ignore the story and eventually 
buy off the militants with the reward of 
some new concession. 

Is there any limit, any counter force to 

the escalating demands of the campus 
militants and the penchant of admini- 
strators for capitulation ? Can the cam- 
pus disorders be stopped without the 
harsh and repressive measures that 
would eventually threaten everyone's 
civil liberties ? 
_ One hope may lie with the increasing 
irritation of taxpayers. Those who 
apologize for the campus militants can- 
not have it both ways. They cannot 
defend the right of students to engage 
in violent politics and at the same time 
argue that the campus should be 
immune from partisan political pres- 
sures. The junior faculty militants find 
nothing incongruous about attacking 
the power structure while working 
within it, but greater consistency should 
be expected from administrators. 
Liberals had reason to be apprehensive 
about political interference with univer- 
sities in the early 1950s, when the late 
Senator Joe McCarthy was bent on a 
witch-hunting game of political per- 
secution. But the situation now is 
fundamentally changed. 

Consider once again last May's 
strike, an action whose domestic reper- 
cussions might prove more important 
than any impact on the course of the 
war in Vietnam. When the universities 
voted to suspend classes, many also 
embarked on an intensive campaign of 
political propaganda. The entire re- 
sources of a number of state universities 
—long-distance telephones, secretarial 
help and supplies—were thrown into 
the campaign. Much of what passed for 
leaflets in the Boston area was intel- 
lectually feeble and  typographically 
abominable. But what was important 
was the use of public property for 
avowedly political purpose without 
consulting its legal owners. 

Why, it may be asked, should a lower 
middle-class taxpayer in the Dorchester 
section of Boston whose views coincide 
with those of the John Birch Society 
be asked to support activities which to 
him are repugnant ? If the situation were 
reversed, and the Birchers seized con- 
trol of @ public building, there would be 
a loud outcry from the liberal establish- 
ment. Yet few voices were raised to 
protest the opposite abuse. 

But the curious asymmetry in the 


public reaction is not likely to prevail for 
long: If the universities succeed in 
mounting an effective campaign in the 
November elections, all pretense of 
political neutrality will have been 
stripped away. There is already concern 
in private university circles lest the 
participation of students and faculty 
‘in organized political activity will make 
them ineligible for tax-deductible gifts. 
And there will be an outcry if the state 
universities are turned into the aggre- 
gations of ward-heeling types that the 
civil service laws long ago sought to 
eradicate. 

However successful the November 
political campaigns, taxpayers will likely 
demand a real voice in the governing 
of universities. If war is too serious a 
business to be left to the generals, it 
follows that universities are too import- 
ant to be entrusted to a bureaucracy of 
mandarin-like administrators. The tax- 
payers who own the public universities 
and heavily support those which are 
private have both a right to be heard and 
a duty to speak up. 

Because of the myths that surround 
the universities, the prospects for 
thoroughgoing reform are not now 
bright. But there are glimmerings of 
possible progress, precedents that may 
portend larger changes. An opening 
wedge may be inserted when the legis- 
latures, strapped for revenues, begin to 
subject university budgets to greater 
critical scrutiny. The costs of higher 
education would in any case be high. 
But at this juncture they are needlessly 
inflated by make-work rules. 

The single issue on which the warring 
generational factions of the faculties 
agree is the need to enforce work rules. 
Academics resent being told that they 
are behaving like monopolistic trade 
unionists, bent on exacting the largest 
gain at the expense of the consuming 
public. But how else can one interpret 
the limitations on class size and the 
total number of students which each 
faculty member teaches in a semester ? 
In any other industry, those who con- 
tribute to higher productivity are fe- 
warded with higher incomes. In the 
University, the rules of the game are 
reversed. 

An effort was made at Parsons College 
in lowa to tie faculty salaries to students’ 
loads and productivity, but that experi- 
ment—heartily approved by Adam Smith 
in The Wealth of Nations—came to a 
bad end at the hands of the college 
accreditation authorities, establishment 
figures who in their zeal to uphold 
quality standards resemble the Ameri- 
can Medical Association and its efforts 
to limit severely the number of doctors 
trained in each year. Academics make 
lofty pronouncements about the need to 
limit admissions to the most gifted 
students. But carried to its logical 
extreme, that reasoning would confine 


the. work of commercial photographe 
to beautiful people, the sale of tenn 
rackets to professionals and autos 4 
grand-prix winners. Producers in othi 
industries make no effort to limit tr 
sales to certain buyers, and the practic 
should not prevail in higher education. 

Beyond the need for cost cuttin: 
which is immediate, there are sever. 
directions in which the fundament. 
reform of higher education may k 
pushed. Higher efficiency through abol 
tion of below-cost tuition fees can k 
combined with efforts to achieve 
greater diversity among universitie 
producing genuine competition 1 
attract students. Dissatisfaction wit 
traditional education should cause 
welcome growth of new college 
including the ‘free universities” thi 
are being established by the studer 
militants. New colleges, especially thos 
geared to the requirements of uncor 
ventional kinds of intelligence, migt 
go far in reducing the tyranny of th 
diploma as a false passport to bette 
jobs. There is hope in the recer 
proliferation of junior and communit 
colleges. They must avoid the trap 
routinized mediocrity, a fate to whic 
schools of all sorts are susceptible. It | 
important in encouraging diversity thé 
taxpayers are not compelled to financ 
partisan political programs under th 
guise of education. Such conflict 
would be avoided under a system thé 
places the full cost or burden of educé 
tion on the student or his family. 

Educational diversity would be. ac 
celerated by a shift in the form whic 
Government assistance takes. Instea 
of funneling funds directly to the univel 
sities as is the current practice, govern 
ments should switch to student loan 
which would have to be repaid. Th 
advantage in assisting students rathe 
than institutions is that the consume! 
of education would be better able t 
register their preferences. Universitie 
that now operate in an inefficient an 
discriminatory fashion by  ignorin 
changes in demand would be forced t 
allocate their facilities more rationall 
raising their fees when the intere: 
engendered by their course offerinc 
increases applications for admissions 
cutting fees when their stale intellectu: 
fare ceases to elicit student interest. 

In looking to the future of highe 
education, it would be preferable 1 
have a stark choice between rationi 
reform and the complete collapse of th 
system. But, in fact, there is no imminer 
danger of a big bang. What is mor 
likely is that the drift into violence wi 
persist, that more universities will fa 
under the effective control of militar 
students and faculty members, that the 
will in practice become wall-less insan 
asylums, devoid of civility and attack 
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anthropoid, neckless, hairy, timber- 
shouldered. But they were old friends 
from way back, before Wanda was even 
born, and each found in the other's 
company a refreshing relief from his 
normal duties and preoccupations. Be- 
sides which, there was always. old 
Walter von Kreesus to talk about—he 
who had been the first to recognize the 
uniqueness of their respective genius 
and to pay the right price for their life- 
time's loyalty. 

“| agree with you, Sebastian,’” Grud 
was shaking his brachycephalic head, 
“the old boy must be turning in his 
grave. There was a man who knew the 
full value of a pair of healthy co/ones.” 

“You'd have had to lose yours, you 
realize,’ Sebastian said. “There are to be 
no able-bodied exceptions.” 

“What about you ?” 

“She thinks I’m impotent, and it’s 
suited me to play along with it. A man 
has to keep some secrets from a 
creature like that.’ For a minute or two 
they sat silently, brooding over the 
situation. Then: ““How’s that Candyfloss 
taking it ?’” Grud asked. 

“Very badly. Matter of fact, she’s 


already been to see me. | think we can 
trust her, but I’m not letting her in till I’m 
ready to strike.” 

“You haven't said yet what you want 
me to do when the time comes.” 

“Yours is a nice, clean, simple little 
job. You just blow up the sch/oss when 
we've got all the PIF commanders 
waiting in the Great Hall to acclaim 
their C-in-C as Empress of the World.” 

“How can you be sure of getting them 
all here, at the same time, from the four 
corners of the earth ?” 

“That's the easy part,’ Sebastian said. 
“Don't forget my computers control the 
PIF communications network and the 
Air Transport system.” 

Grud wagged his head admiringly as 
he helped his friend to another drink. 
“Got to hand it to you, Sebastian. Any- 
one who can outsmart that brat of 
Walter's deserves his place in history.” 

Sebastian leaned back in his chair and 
put the tips of his fingers together as he 
gazed up at the ceiling. 

“In a way,” he said, modestly, “'| 
suppose one could say she has out- 
smarted herself. In all her preoccupation 
with sex and power, she has forgotten 
that there exists in the world a con- 
federation of freedom-loving human 
beings bound together by the strongest 
of mutual interests, far more numerous— 
and resourceful—than the entire butch 
population inside and outside PIF; 
impervious to the blandishments of 


woman in any shape or form, and ready 
to die if necessary to preserve their 
inalienable right to free and meaningful 
association as consenting adults. All 
they have lacked, until now, is leader- 
ship. That, and the clearest of instruc- 
tions over a world-networked satellite 
TV transmission on how to act, in 
unison, to deactivate and then destroy 
the PIF garrisons in their neck of the 
woods.” Sebastian lowered his gaze to 
smile dreamily across the room at his old 
friend. “It’s a beauty,”’ he murmured. “'| 
and my computers have it worked out 
to the smallest detail. It cannot fail.” 

It was Grud’s turn to lean back in his 
chair and gaze musingly at the ceiling. 
“| have the utmost faith in you, 
Sebastian. You know that... | was 
just thinking: what about that Rudi 
Bonenkruncher? Such bad luck he 
should have copped it when he did, 
don’t you think ?” 7 

“The girl will find solace elsewhere, | 
have little doubt, Clarence. It’s not even 
beyond the reach of Rudi himself, once 
we get him back on his feet.” 

“Such a lovely specimen of manhood, 
| always thought,” Grud sighed. 

“Absolutely superb body on him, 
Clarence,’ Sebastian concurred. 

“| was just thinking...” 

“Yes, dear?” Sebastian prompted. 
“Feel free to speak your mind. I’ve an 
idea we might just be on the same 


beam.” Oa 
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performance, road-holding and direc- 
tional stability. (European cars are still 
ahead in these fields.) Legislators seem 
to me to have got their order - of 
priorities wrong, and should be making 
cars dynamically safer and their drivers 
more competent—preventing the acci- 
dents instead of minimizing their effect. 

The main point is that it all comes 
down in the end to the most important 
item in the car—the nut behind the 
wheel! He or she is the cause of nearly 
all the accidents by achieving a level of 
incompetence which occasionally tran- 
scends the ability of the car to get its 
driver out of control. Lay down stringent 
performance standards for the driver, 
and you are really getting at the root of 
this safety business. 

Secondly, | share the concern of car 
manufacturers the world over that there 
should be universal standardization of 
safety legislation. Any car manufac- 
turer of consequence has a worldwide 
market for his products, so that, for 
example, the safety (and emissions) 
requirements in California are just as 
important to him as those that exist in 
England, Australia or Italy. It is ridicu- 
lous for manufacturers to be called on 
to meet demands in one of their major 
markets which contravene requirements 
laid down in another. If a safety feature 
is valid in one place, it should be valid 
everywhere. | don't really see why brakes 
that are safe in Atlanta, Georgia, should 
not be equally good in Alice Springs, 
Australia. Manufacturers have a desper- 
ately hard time keeping costs down 
without being called on to comply with 
a vast number of conflicting local safety 
regulations, each of which often involves 
them in heavy research, development 
and manufacturing costs. 

Efforts are being made to achieve 
international standardization but pro- 
gress has been slow. The same applies 
to the problem of emissions; different 
countries, and in America different 
states, are laying down different stan- 
dards, and introducing them at different 
times. It is all making life desperately 
difficult for manufacturers, and the 
worrying thing is that needless expendi- 
ture in one area has to be paid for by 
cost-cutting in another. 

The effect could be to compel a cut- 
back on advanced engineering projects 
which, in the past decade or two, have 
done so much to improve the all- 
round efficiency and performance of the 
average car without greatly adding to 
its price tag. In Europe a typical £1,000 
car (2,400 dollars) today will out- 
perform the £1,000 car of 1950 in all 
departments, despite the fact that the 
purchasing power of sterling must have 
halved during that period. In other 
words, research and development has 
helped to give twice as much value for 


money. Safety has also been improved 
and all 1970 models are far superior to 
those of 20 years ago. 

In achieving common standards It is 
vital that legislators be advised by 
engineering experts appointed by, and/ 
or approved by, the manufacturers. 
Car designers are realistic people (and 
sometimes frustrated ones), well aware 
of what constitutes desirable standards 
of what | like to call safety performance 
—braking, steering, roadholding, re- 
sponsiveness, and so on. They are the 
people to set the standards—not the 
theoretical boffins who can drive a 
computer and sliderule but have no 
practical appreciation of, or feel for, the 
automobile. | am sure there is not a 
self-respecting automotive engineer 
around who would not gladly advocate 
and recommend the adoption of high 
standards of safety performance where 
they really matter; who on the other 
hand would not challenge a lot of the 
gimmicky legislation now creeping in, 
in the name of safety, despite little 
connection with the real causes or 
effects of accidents. 

Of course, if it were possible to 
demand sufficiently high driving stan- 
dards throughout the world, legislation 
on car design and performance would 
be almost superfluous. Unfortunately 
this can only be a pipedream. Yet a lot 
could be done to raise driving stan- 
dards. For a start | would like to see a 
graded system of driving licenses, say 
from Grade 1 down to Grade 5. The 
Grade 5 driver would be a first-year 
driver, who would have to carry a letter 
“P” on the front and rear of his car to 
denote that he was a_ probationary 
license-holder. After that he would 
have to take a further test, on the 
strength of which he would be up- 
graded. His grade would depend on his 
performance in a far more exacting 
test than is called for by licensing 
authorities within my experience. 

All drivers should be encouraged to 
upgrade themselves by submitting to 
retesting at intervals. | am sure there 
would be great prestige value in being 
the holder of a Grade 2 or Grade 1 (very 
rare) license, not to mention the 
benefits in insurance rates. To give an 
idea of the standards | have in mind, a 
good police driver would rate around 
Grade 3 or occasionally 2. 

Any driver involved in an accident 
should be called on to be retested 
(unless the police were willing to con- 
firm that the driver was in no way to 
blame). | feel strongly about this. 
Furthermore, anyone who is knocked 
out and receives medical treatment, 
whether in a road accident or any other 
misadventure, should also be called on 
to take a “check” test, and doctors and 
hospitals would be obliged to notify the 
police of all such cases. The test would 
ensure that the victim was still com- 


petent to handle a car. This may sound 
tough, but | think it is only common- 
sense, and socially responsible. | was 
once heavily concussed, and | know 
just how much one’s co-ordination and 
competence can be affected, and for 
how long. 

As for the syllabus of driving tests, 
| would advocate concentration on the 
things that really matter: smoothness, 
awareness, anticipation, good control 
(with particular emphasis on skid con- 
trol), lane discipline, good use of 
mirrors, and of course that vital func- 
tion, concentration. | think a fair amount 
of Britain's official Highway Code still 
smacks of horseless carriages and needs 
to be scrapped along with them. The 
important thing is that the driver should 
be taught and tested to be in full com- 
mand of his car, and not scared out of 
his wits by it. He should drive it up to 
reasonable cruising speeds and on wet 
surfaces (even if this means watering 
special test areas). This is what really 
matters, not a lot of hand flapping every 
time he is about to pass a stationary 
taxi (as if we would expect him to go 
straight through the back of it !). 

| would also like instructors to at least 
go through the motions of explaining to 
pupils how to get the feel of a car, so 
that they may detect when a tire is 
going down, or when a brake pedal 
begins to feel spongy, or when a shock 
absorber has stopped absorbing. This 
reminds me of one of the court cases 
involving the Corvair. General Motors 
were being sued over an accident 
caused by a car leaving the road ‘'with- 
out warning.” It transpired that the 
driver had asked the garage to rotate the 
tires to even-up the wear rate. Now the 
rear-engined Corvair, like the rear- 
engined Hillman Imp and quite a few 
other vehicles, calls for vastly different 
tire pressures at the front and rear 
(something like a ratio of nearly 2 to 1). 
Well, the Corvair tires were duly 
switched, but unfortunately the mech- 
anic failed to readjust the pressures. So 
the pressures were all over the ‘place. 
No wonder there was an accident! The 
astonishing thing to me was that the 
driver failed to notice anything wrong 
with the car's handling. Or, if he did, he 
failed to do anything about it and con- 
tinued driving fast enough to cause the 
car to leave the road! 

Perhaps this sort of case (and there 
have been others rather like it) is the 
biggest justification of legislation on car 
design and performance. If drivers are 
sO unaware, you have to do something 
to save them from themselves in the 
interests of the rest of humanity. What 
we need, ideally, is the fail-safe motor- 
car, and in the long run | feel that it will 
be the professional designers, rather 
than the professional legislators, who 
are more likely to come up with the 
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merican iron, as critics call Detroit- 
EX built cars, has been beset by 
government, labor, the financial 
establishment and the foreign-car nut. 
These four different groups have called, 
specifically, for safety and smog-free 
devices, a bigger share of the profits, 
better profit figures, and more advanced 
engineering as allegedly exemplified by 
European products. 

Detroit R&D costs are believed to be 
about 5% of gross income, this figure 
including the necessary machinery and 
tooling to produce the product changes. 
One criticism is certainly justified: too 
much of this tremendous budget has 
been spent on styling at annual model 
change time. 

But the nut fringe goes further than 
this, saying that American cars are un- 
necessarily heavy, the engines too big 
and inefficient, and the suspension 
design obsolete. In general they credit 
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all automotive engineering advance- 
ments to Europe. This attitude is grossly 
unfair. 

First, the annual model change. This 
beloved institution will be continued 
because the industry knows from over 
50 years of experience that it pays off in 
sales stimulation as well as product im- 
provement in a very competitive market. 
Actually the model change doesn't cost 
as much as one might think. The stylists 
are clever people and the basic body 
structure is usually retained for a three- 
to-five-year period. The exterior sheet 
metal changes are subtle and, while this 
requires new forming dies, these dies do 
wear out, sometimes in less than a year 
on a popular model production line. 

On the engineering side, the annual 
change gives an opportunity to con- 
solidate and incorporate changes con- 
veniently, thereby eliminating the con- 
fusion created by indiscriminate running 
changes. Even VW sees the wisdom of 
this policy. Furthermore, many of the 
mechanical changes are not only im- 
provements, but often prove to be 
cheaper ways of doing a better job for 
the customer. This is the area where 
American engineering know-how far 
exceeds that of any European manu- 
facturer. 

The weight of a typical popular full- 
size car is now right at 4000 Ib.,,unload- 
ed. This figure isn’t going to go down at 
all, so long as more than half our car 
buyers demand and pay for room for six 
passengers, a long wheelbase, a V-8 
engine, etc. In fact weight will continue 
to rise because of federal safety require- 
ments, and of economics which so far 
limit the amount of aluminum which 
can be used. 

This brings us to engines and it is here 
that American engineers outsmart their 
European competitors. What has really 
happened is that our engines, despite 
being much larger, are designed to run 
continuously at the magic European 
figure of 6000 rpm and then deliberately 
castrated by never being allowed to run 
over 4000 rpm. It doesn’t take much 
imagination to see what this does for 
durability and stamina. No one really 
knows what the true life of an American 
V-8 engine is, because the odometer 
flips back to zero at 100,000 miles and 
used-car dealers universally set back the 
miles on trades taken in with high 
mileage recorded. Many seven-to-eight- 
year-old cars, with a third or fourth 
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Great steaks and chops. Drinking on the 
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$4.25, Free parking on 22nd Street. 
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LUCHOW’S 

110 East 14th Street 
One of New York’s most celebrated restau- 
rants since 1882. Oom-pah band and string 
ensemble enhance the Old World flavor. At- 
tendant parks cars at dinner. A la carte en- 
trees from $3.25. Suppers served 11 pm to 
midnight. 
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ment package gives you all you can drink plus 


Before and after the play 


full course 16-0z. boneless sirloin steak din- 
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supper including all you can drink $7.75. Con- 
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An English eating and drinking pub. 12-oz. 
boneless sirloin steak, all the salad you can 
make and all the beer you can drink. All for 
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DAN STAMPLER’S STEAK JOINT 
58 Greenwich Avenue 
New York’s famed steak house features seven 
fantastic steaks. In the heart of Greenwich 
Village. A la carte entrees from $3.95. 


STEER PALACE 
2 Penn Plaza at Madison Square Garden 
The elegance of old San Francisco in seven 
fabulous rooms. Enjoy superb beef, game or 
seafood. Dinner entrees from $4.25. Enjoy 
your after-show supper in the Saloon. 


STEAK & ROAST BEEF PARLOUR 
1450 Broadway at 41st Street 
Casual home of the Drink ’n Dine Deal. En- 
joy all the drinks you can drink while feasting 
on a full-course boneless sirloin steak or roast 
prime ribs of beef dinner. The whole deal is 
only $6.50. 
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owner, have exceeded 300,000 miles 
with only one ring and valve repair job. 
In short these 700 Ib..cast-iron pieces of 
iron run almost forever, and give the 
owner reliable service at very low cost. 
You can’t say that for the European 
buzz-boxes. 

American cars have always (at least 
since 1930) provided a better ride than 
their European counterparts. Criticism in 
this area seems to focus on poor hand- 
ling qualities: too soft, too much roll, 
poor response and adhesion. All this was 
once true, but not in the past decade. 
Detroit suspension designers have the 
know-how to produce any result they 
desire; in fact GM and Ford both are 
well advanced into computer systems 
that are unique and can spit out as much 
information in one day as would take a 
design team several months to produce. 

When a team of big American Fords 
went over to England several years ago 
there were loud guffaws which quickly 
turned to chagrin when the cars out- 
handled the heretofore invincible Jaguar 
3.8 sedan on the Silverstone track. The 
rules for stock car competition there were 
promptly revised to outlaw the monsters. 
But the fact remains that American cars 
on road courses in the U.S. produce lap 
times only a few seconds slower than 
Formula | machines. Suspension sys- 
tems must always involve some com- 
promise between ride and handling. The 
American public isn’t interested in 
cornering power if this means sacrificing 
a softer ride. Since sales are all-important 
most companies continue with emphasis 
on ride, but offer optional handling 
packages for those who want them. 

In discussing engineering advances, it 
might be opportune to mention trans- 
axles and independent rear suspensions. 
Both the air-cooled Corvair and the early 
4-cyl Tempest had transaxles with in- 
dependent rear suspension. However, 
irs. is much more costly to produce 
than conventional solid axles, and it is 
not used in any American car today 
except the Corvette. One might wonder 
why it’s not used in the more expensive 
cars, but Detroit engineers state that all 
their experimental work along these lines 
has led to the conclusion that i.r.s. has 
advantages in light cars but is totally 
unnecessary in the large cars. The ride 
improvement is virtually nil and the four 
Universal joints required are quite heavy. 

Much, if not all, of American engineer- 
ing is well screened but very active. 
Advances are tried and discarded on the 
basis of best results to the customer per 
dollar. This explains, too, why so many 
of the quality European cars are, in terms 
of real value, tremendously over-priced. 
Many of them are interesting from a 
technical standpoint, but for value and 
durability just can’t compare to the 
American product, which is tested and 
proven for millions of miles before it’s 
ever putinto production. Og 
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